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TO THE HONOURABLE 


CONSTANTINE fOHN PHIPPS, 


S 1 R, 
1 ERE the motives of dedication cari« 


didly acknowledged, perhaps it 


would appear that authors in general rather 
intend a compliment to their own vanity; 
than to that of their patrons. Patron, I 
flatter myſelf, will, in the preſent inſtance, 
appear to You too cold and diftant an ex- 
preſſion ; and though I entertain all due refs 
pect for ſuperior rank and fituation, and 
am happy in ſeizing an opportunity of de- 
claring to the world that I am honoured 
with the friendſhip of Mr. Phipps, yet 
never was there an epiſtle of this nature, 
in which mere vanity had a more incon- 
ſiderable ſhare ; nor ſhould I be thus proud 
of proclaiming my affection for him, were 


I not convinced of his being poſſeſſed of 
qualities and accompliſhments that would 


diſtinguiſh and adorn the moſt humble, as 
well as the moſt elevated fitnation. 
In the midſt of the moſt familiar inter- 


courſe, I ſhould be loth to forfeit in any de- 


gree the partiality you are pleaſed to ſhew 
me, by the ſmalleſt appearance of flat- 
tery. But when I do but echs the voice of 
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” DEDICATION. 


all thoſe who are acquainted with your pub. 

lick or private character ; when I barely ob- 
ſerve, that in am age of the moſt unbounded 
diſſipation, You have devoted your time to 
the attainment of all uſeful and clegant know- 
ledge; joining to the molt amiable diſpoſi- 
tion the moſt unſhaken integrity, as well as 
a thorough acquaintance with the conſtitu- 
tion of your country, together with the moſt 
able and faithful diſcharge of the duties of 
your profeſſion- when I juſt. faintly ſketch 
theſe outlines of your. character, it will, I 
Hope, rather be ſuppoſed that I preſume to 
hint to you what the world ſeems to expect 
from a young man of faſhion of ſo great 
promiſe, than that I mean to corrupt you, 
or degrade myſelf, by idle compliment and 
mean adulation. 

Of the Comedy which I now preſent to 
you, I will venture to ſay but little, It is 
difficult for any man to ſpeak with a to- 
lerable grace of himſelf, and literary per- 
formances ought to be their own recom- 
mendation ; yet I will not ſcruple to confeſs, 
that if I thought it entirely deſpicable, I 
would not ſollicit your acceptance of it. 
Three of the great writers, enumerated ia 
the Prologue, Plautus, Terence, and Mar- 
monte], have contributed to enrich it. A 
play lately exhibited on the French ſtage, 
the Deux Amis of M. Beaumarchais, allo 
ſuggeſted ſome hints of the fable; but the 

+ Faces of them in this Comedy are fo little 
bis 1 


DEDICATFON: v 


apparent, that if I did not thus acknowledge 
the ſources from which I have drawn, 1 


queſtion if the ingenious author himſelf 


would be able to claim his own property. 
Did I conceive that this play contained 
any paſſages unfavourable to liberty, more 
eſpecially the liberty of the preſs, You, vir, 
would be one of the laſt perſons in the 
kingdom to whoſe protection I ſhould ven- 
ture to recommend it. The liberty of the 


reſs is a molt invaluable privilege; yet 


that liberty, like every other ſpecies of li- 
betty, may be abuſed; and while it remains 
(as it is to be hoped it ever will remain) 
unreſtrained by law, the abuſe of it is more 


peculiarly the object of Comedy, whoſe pro- 


vince it is, by wholeſome and general ſa- 
tire, to correct thoſe failings and enormi- 
ties, of which the law takes no cogniſance. 
Better were it that thouſands and ten thous 
ſands of ſuch inſignificant individuals as my- 
ſelf ſhould be maliciouſly ſlandered, than 


that ſacred right of Engliſhmen ſhould be 


violated or intringed : yet who will juſtify 
the ſcandalous perſonalities (politicks entirely 
out of the queſtion) that diſgrace our newſ- 
papers? It is not however ſufficient, it ſeems, 
to endure them patiently, without a with 
to interrupt their progreſs, but the gentleſt 
retort is enough to ſet all Grub-Street in an 
uproar ; and.the moſt good-humoured ridi- 
cule of theſe illuſtrious authors is an attack 
upon the liberty of the preſs :—a liberty 

which 
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which they are zealous to exerciſe in its 
fulleſt extent, without allowing any portion 
of it to their opponents; not conſidering 
that the chief benefit of the liberty of the 
preſs reſults from its being open to all, and 
affording a free examination of both ſides of 
every queſtion. | The very liberty they take, 
however, they are not willing to give ; like 
a ſcavenger I ſaw the other day in the ſtreet, 
who beſpattered every paſſenger with the 
contents of his mud<-cart, but ſent a volley 
of curſes after a lady of quality, who hap- 
pened to ſplaſh him as ſhe drove by in her 
chariot. | | 

Having faid thus much of my Comedy, 
in vindication of the freedom I have uſed 
in infcribing it to You, I will not treſpaſs 
longer on your patience, than to repeat the 
ſatisfaction I feel in thus openly teſtifying 
my regard, and that I have the honour 
ro be, | 


Sir, 


Your moſt devoted, faithful, 
Covent-Garden, 


Feb. 7, 1774+ 
And affeCtionate humble ſervant, 


GEORGE cOLMHAN 


PROLOG U E, 


Spoken by Mr. WOOD WARD, 


Enter as an Author with a Manuſcript, 


EE here, good folks, how genius is abus d! 
A play of mine | the manager refus'd ! 

And why ?—I knew the reaſon well enough 

Only to introduce his own damn'd ſtuf. 

Oh! he's an arrogant. invidious elf, 

Who hates all wit, and bas no wit himſelf! 

As to the plays on which he builds his fame, 

Boaſting your praiſe, we al! know whence they came. 

Crown bim with ivy, leaſt of Brentford kings! 

For ſtill, like ivy, round Yonie oak he clings. 

Plays you have damn'd, their authors yet unknown, 

Truſt me, good people, thoſe were all his own. 

If his lame Genius ever ſtood the teſt, 

Twas but a crutch'd noun adjective at beſt ; 

Or rather expletive, whoſe weak pretence 

Occupies ſpace, but adds not to the ſenſe. 

His Lady-Muſe, tho' puling, wan, and thin, 

With Green-Room caudle all in ſtate lies-in 

His brats ſo ricketty, tis ſtill their curſe 

To be ſwath'd, ſwaddled, and put out to nutſe ; 

Brought up on playhouſe pap, they waule and cry, 

Crawl on the ſtage, or in convulſions die. 


His play to-night, like all he ever wrote, 


Is pie-ball'd, piec'd, and patch'd, like Joſeph's caat ; 


Made up of ſhreds from Plautus and Corneille, 
Terence, Moliere, Voltaire, and Marmontel, 
With rags from fifty others I might mention, | 
Which proves him dull and barren of invention: 
But (hall his nonſenſe hold the place of ſenſe ? 


No, Damn him! Damn him, in your own defence! 


Elſe on your mercy will the Dwart preſume, 
Nor &er give Giant Genius elbow-room. 


Now, 
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| Now, now, my friends, we've bro 


Bait him ! and t 
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ught him to the flak; 


en, perhaps, ſome ſport he'll make. 


T're lin'd the houſe in front, above, below ; 
Friends, like dried figs, ſtuck cloſe in every row! 
Some wits in ambufh, in the gallery fit; | 
Some form a critick phalanx in the pit 

Some ſcatter'd forces their ſhrill catcalls play, 
Scribler with diſmay. 

rge ! fire ! your triumph's certain 
O'er his weak battery from behind the curtain! | 


And ſtrike the Tin 
On then my hearts 


'To-morrow's Chronicle your dec 
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cha 


ſhall boaſt, 


And loud Te Deums fill the MorMng-Poſt, 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Fable, 
Golding, 
Beverley, 
Denier, 
Tropick, 
Check, 

Handy, 

Lord Riot, 

Sir Helter Skelter, 
Colonel Rakiſh, 
Scanty, 


Capias, 


- Mrs, Flounce, 


Mr, BEnsLEY. 
Mr. SHUTER. 
Mr. Lewis. 
Mr. Lewes. 
Mr. WooDWARD, 
Mr. Quick. 

Mr. DyER. 

Mr. Davis. 

Mr. Fox. 

Mr. OwENSsOx. 
Mr. GARDNER, 
Mr. KNIVE TON. 
Mr. T nomrs0N, 
Mr. CusninG. 
Mr. HamiLToON, 
Mr. BAT es. 


Mrs. GREEN. 
Mrs. BULKLEY, 
Mrs. PITT. 
Mrs. HET. 
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MAN OF BUSINESS. 
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An apartment in Golding's bouſe. 


Enter Fable and Mrs. Golding. 
(She in a fancy-dreſs, with a maſk in her hand.) 


Fable. Adam, madam; I tell you he is a 
coxcomb—an arrant coxcomb, Mrs. 
Golding. 

Mrs. Golding. He is a gentleman thoroughly 
the gentleman, Mr. Fable, 

Fab. Yes, a modern gentleman—a fine gentle- 
man—a race of pupples more pernicious to this 
country than a breed of wolves would have been. 
A mongrel puppy too; on a wrong ſcent after 
pleature ; in chace of the faſhion, but for ever at 
fault; with vanity in view, and ridicule for a 
hipper.in. 

 Mri.G, Well, well, Mr. Fable, it does not ſig- 
nity talking. You know, you and I could never 
agree ON this matter. I was always for my kinſ- 
B man's 
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man's keeping the very beſt company; and, far 
my part, I ſee no great difference between him and 
kis friends of quality—Nay, indeed, mongrel, as 
you are pleaſed to call him, fir, the advantage is 
rather on his ſide: he bas money without rank, 
and many of them have rank without money. It 
Beverley has great goings-out, he has great com- 
ings-in too; while they keep anc houſes, flaming 
equipages, and great tables out of nothing at all. 

Fab. For which very reaſon, Mrs. Gotdin ing, he 
is not upon even terms with them. What has 2 
man. of buſineſs to do with men of pleaſure? 
Why is a young banker to live with young no- 
blemen ? 

Mrs. Gold. And why not, Mr. Fable? Is not 
the buſineſs of the houſe carried on at the polite 
end of the town? Does not he live in the very 
centre of perſons. of faſhion 3 And has, not he 
conſtant dealings with them ?—Not ſhut up in 
Lombard-fircet— within the ſound of Bow-bell, or 
in fight of the Monument—not cramming turtle 
znd venifon at the King's-Arms, or the Londbn- 
Tavern—but ballotted into the Macaroni, and a 
member of the Sgavoir Vivre, 

Feb. So much the worſe—ſo much the worſe, Mes, 
Golding This tather, »-0 was the firm of the houſe, 
eftablifhed the credit of it by deceney and fobnety : 
but dying while Beverley was very young, your 
husband, Vir. Golding, was received into the part- 
nerthip as 2 man ot experience, capable of can 
1ving on the buſineſs to more advantage. He 
You krow, is now abſent on neceſſary bufinels 
abroad. In the mean time, I am left a kind & 
guardian to Beverley, and have the ſuperintend- 
ance of his affairs—2nd what account ſhall I be 
hkeiy to give of them, when inſtead of making 
-money after the example of his father, he is im 
bent on nothing but i ending it? Horles at New 
market, 
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marſtet, hounds at Bagſhot, a villa, a miſtreſs, 
lay, and a round of diſfipation among hair- 
hrain'd ſpendthrifts, waſting their conſtitutions be- 
fore they arrive at maturity, ſpending their for- 
tunes before they come to them, granting annui- 
ties to eat up their eſtates, or living upon the ſale 
of poſt-obits and reverſions ! There, madam, 
there's a picture of -a genteel young banker at the 
weſt-end of the town for you; drawn from the 
life, and coloured after nature; how do you like 
it, madam? 

Mrs. Gold. A frightful caricature, Mr. Fable! 
your defcriptions are juſt the reverſe -of that ſweet 
flower of a man, the auctioneer over the way. 
His ſtyle is enchanting and delicate, elegant as 
the or moulu, or Derbyſhire petrifications, he ſets 
to ſale, and foft as the pencil of Guido, Raphael, 
or Correggio—your pictures may be taken from 
nature; but they are dark dark as the landſchapes 
of Pouſſin, and wild, and horrible as the views of 
Salvator Roſa. 

Fab. Madam, madam, it is theſe aſſected airs, 
madam, that pervert your underſtanding, and 
make you blind to the danger of your kinſman.— 
He is in imminent danger of ruin, madam, which 
will fall upon him, if ſomething is ot ſpeedily 
done to prevent it. 

Mrs. Gold. And what would you have me do, 
Mr. Fable? All I fav is, that good company is A 
very good thing, and genteel connexions can never 
do my kinſman any miſchief; and if I bad been 
miltrefs, I never would have reſted till I had got 
him into parliament. 

Fab. Into parliament !—into jail, madam. Is 
not he at expence enough | 

Mrs. Gold. Expence! Lord, lord! This is a 
point of economy, Tir. Why he would fave above 
gouble the charge of bringing him into the houſe 
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by the mere poſtage of letters. — Sir Geoffry Kil- 
derkin got himiſelf elected for no other purpoſe.— 
My ki niman too would frank himſelf whole Again, 
And then I am ſure he would make an admi- 
rable figure in a debate. — Oh, how it would haye 
deli ighted me to have ſat among the ladies in the 
gallery of the houſe to have ſeen him upon his 
tcet, his whole perſon hanging over his right leg, 
his right arm ſwinging to and fro like a pen- 
dulum, and his tongue; running down like a 
larum! 

Fab. So, ſo! you, I fear, are too far gone for 
wholcſome counſel. Beverley, I hope is not quite 
1ncorrigible, and ſome good may be, done upon 
him. "Good morrow to you, madam |. I haye bu- 
fincis; good day, madam, | 
Mes. Coll. Good night, if you pleaſe, fir. You 
may be juſt up, but I have not been to bed yet, 
being (as you ſee) but juſt come from the Pantheon. 
Ther maſquerade began to grow thin; but my kinſ- 
man, who was there, is not come home yet, and may 
not return for ſome time rug, once more, 
good night, good Mr. Fable | I'll endeavous to te- 
cruit my Pirite from the fatigue of the pleaſures 
of the night, and leave you to the Pabel, of the 
day, Tur ſeryant, ſir. | he 59x" 


Fable alone. 


Your ſervant, madam !—A weak woman, inca: 
pablc indecd of ſwaying the mind of Beyerley by 
her advice, but {till ſerying to couptenance his 
follies by her example.—But now to the. bufinels 
of the day, as ſhe fays !—A ſerious day it will ap- 
pear to the young gentleman, I fancy hut it is 
high time to make him ſerious I'll juſt allow him 


21 Pert! interval to Were off his male ee Fi 
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chen wake him from his dream of folly to a ſenſe 
of his true ſituation, 


Enter Check. 


Fab. Good morrow, Check 

Check. Good morrow to your honour! The 
ſhop 1s juſt opened and ſprinkled. I am going to 
the comptingchouſe, 

Fab. That's right, Check. Regularity and 
punctuality are the life of buſineſs. 

Check. The life and ſoul, fir. -I have always 
found them ſo—always exact myſelf I can anſwer 
—always preciſe to a ſecond—and as true to my 
time as the men that ſtrike the Irs at St. 
Dunſtan's. Ha ! ha! 

Fab. You're merry, Check! 

Check. Ah! I with I had cauſe, ſir. Another 
great houſe .in the city ſtopt payment yeſterday, 
and a large ſum ſubſcribed to prop the credit of 
another, Sad times, Mr. Fable 

Fab. Sad times! fad men, honeſt Check. Men 
make the times. | 

Check. Very true, very true, fir. Ah, one need 
not go tar from home to know that, fir. In poor 
old Mr. Beverley's time, when we carried on buſi- 
neſs in Threadneedle- ſtreet, thoſe were days, Mr. 
Fable! I with we were on the other fide of Tem- 
ple-bar again ! 

Fab. No, no; you are right juſt where you are, 
friend, The two fides of Temple-bar have 
changed hands, Check, The gay, ſmart, airy 
ſparks, of the well end of the town, have ali taken. 
to buſineſs, and are turned. ſheriffs and aldermen 
and the merchants, bankers, and tradeſmen, are 
your principal pcrſons of pleafure now-a-days. 

Check. Ah, I am afraid ſo. Here's 2 hovſe, 
forfoorn ! my old lady always entertaining com- 
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pany at home, and my young maſter always 
abroad; night turned into day, and day turned 
into night! It was not ſo in my old maſter's time. 
Never out of the regular channel; ſure and mo- 
derate profit ; quiet, fober living ; a plam joint 
and a pudding on week days, and, perhaps, two 
Joints and two puddings on Sunday £ 

Fab. Nay, nay, don't be melancholy, Check, 
You may live to ſee two puddings on table again, 
perhaps. | 

Check. We have no hopes but in you, Mr. Fa- 
ble; no hope but in you, fir ! Every thing would 
go to wreck and ruin, if it was not for you, ſir. 

Fab. Come, come; cheer up, honeſt Check! 
your young maſter will take up ſhortly. He has 
a good heart, and a good underſtanding. 

Check. | with he would make leſs ufe of his 
heart, and more of his underſtanding, fir. He is 
as generous as a prince, and he thinks all his ac- 
quaintance as honeſt and generous as himſelf. Let 
him mind his friend, Mr. Denier, fir. There's a 
young man for you! merry and wife, I warrant 
him! He knows that a ſhilling is a ſerious thing; 
that a penny ſaved is a penny got; and two and 
two make four, fir. I a 

Fab. Beverley will find it out at laſt, Check. — 
Have you prepared the books and papers as J di- 
rected you? 

Check. I have, ſir. 

Fab. Very well. Let them be ready for in- 
ſpection this very morning; and tell Mr, Beverley 
T am gone to the Bank; but defire he would not 
be out of the way at my return, as I have ſome- 
thing of conſequence to fay to him, Good mor- 
row, Check! . 
| Check. Good morrow to your honour ! I ſhall 


be ſure to let Mr. Beverley know, fir. 
| | [ Exit. Fable. 
O, 
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Oh, here comes his gentleman, as they call hims 
| wiſh there was not ſuch a gentleman within the 
bills of mortality. 


Enter Handy, 


Good morrow te you Mr. Handy! Good mor- 
row |! 

Handy. What! my old Rule of Three! are you 
there? good morrow to you! 

Check. Mr. Beverley is not up yet, I ſuppoſe. 

Handy. Then you ſuppoſe wrong, Old Thread- 


needle ! He is up, I aflure you. 


Check, Indeed ! why he is more early than or- 


dinary, Mr. Handy. 

Handy. Much later than ordmary, maſter Check. 
He has not been to bed yer. | 

Check. Mercy on me! paſt eight in the morn» 
ing, and not gone to bed yet? 2 1 

Handy. No, he's not come home from the maſ- 
querade. 

Check. The maſquerade! Oh, now you have 
accounted for it. | 

Handy. Yes, I had ſome thoughts of being at 
the Pantheon myſelf, but 

Check. What! at the ſixpenny Pantheon at 
Iſlington, Mr. Handy? 

Handy. Sixpenny Pantheon! S'death what d'ye 
mean, fir? do you take me for a little ſhopkeeping 
mechanic, or one of your dapper city clerks, that 
draws his pen from under his car in the evening, 
to go and drink tea at Bagnigge Wells or Dob- 
ney's Bowling Green? No, fir; let me tell you I 
trequent na diverſions but thoſe of perſons of qua- 
litv. Plays now and then, operas twice a week, 
and maſquerades whenever there are any.—A lady 
of my particular aequaintance—of the firſt faſhion 
Laſſure you, old gentleman, had provided me a 


ncket, and a domino, with a ſmart hat and fea- 
ther 


deſires to fee him on ſome particular bufineſs 3 
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ther, and diamond button and loop to it. Rut as the 
devil would have it, my lord dee what was J 
faying ?—Her huſband, I ſay, happening to come 
in at an unfortunate, moment, ſaw the dreſs lying 
in her apartment. My lady—a deviliſh clever wo- 
man upon my ſoul turned it off with a laugh, and 
told him ſhe had provided them on purpoſe for 
him, in order to ſurpriſe him with a piece of con- 
jugal gallantry. So away they went to the Pan- 
theon together, and I was obliged to amuſe my- 
ſelf with another woman of quality who kept 
houſe all the evening, to conſole myſelf for my 
diſappointment. | 

Check. You imagine I have a large portion of 
faith, I believe, Mr. Handy. 

Handy. Faith !—Why have I offered to borrow 
any moncy of you, you old multiplication-table ? 
Eh! 

Check. You have not taken that liberty with me, 
becauſe you Knew I would lend you none: but 
you are rather top familiar with your betters me- 
thinks. 

Handy. They are familiar with us, and encourage 
familiarities on our fide. Nay, it you would fol- 
low my advice, I would engage to make a fortune 
even for you, old Methuſalem ! 

Check. For me, Mr. Handv ! 

Handy. Av, tor vou, old boy! What do you 
think now of making love to Mrs. G  olding ? Her 
hutband's abroad, you know. Intrigues arc the 
mode, and ſhe loves to be in the fathion.—Devil 
fake me, if I don't think ſhe and you would make 
an excellent :5t2-a-ifte—Shalum and Hilpa ! Eb, 
my old antediluvian. 

Check. A truce with your wit, good Mr. Handy 
and pleaſe to let your maſter know that Mr. Fable 
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ſoon as he is ſtirring Which, perhaps, may be 


about dinner- time. 

Handy. What ! do you pretend to joe too? 
Pounds, ſhillings, and pence—you'had beſt ſtick to 
that, old gentleman, 

Check. They won't ſtick-to:yau long, I am afraid, 
young gentleman. Ha, ha! 

Handy. Again! You are trying to eopy after old 
maſter Fable, I watrant you —A fly, dry, queer 
old buck, that Mr. Fable ! He don't much approve 
of our proceedings, I believe. The people call my 
maſter the Macaroni Banker, hedays. (Laugh heard) 
—— Gadfo! yonder my maſter comes, faith—— 
and along with him his boſom friend, Mr. Denier 
—a ſnake in his boſom toa, if I am not miſtaken. 
1 never could endure that ſhrewd ſpark fince I heard 
him upon the chapter of vails—which he never 
gives to other people's ſervants; but, for fear of 
raiſing the wages at home, ſuffers them to be taken 
by his own. A young curmudgeon! worſe than a 
iquoriſh old dotard, if poſfible.— What ſay you, 
Grandfire ?—( Lawgh again) — But, huſh! they are 
here Now you may deliver your errand to him 
vourſelf, old gentleman. 

{Check and Handy retire a liitł. 


Enter Beverley and Denier. (Beverley in a duni, 
Denier age in 4 maſquerade-drefs.) 


Bev. Support a character at maſquerade! Ab- 
ſurd and ridiculous !—and a vulgar idea too, that 
never entered the head of a gentleman. 

Benier. Oh, my habit gave me no trouble of 
that ſort yet I did not wear it from choice, but 
from convenienee. One of the managers of Co- 
ven- Garden theatre - for there are about five and 
forty of them, you know—lent me the dreſ and 
don't ſee why I ſhould be expected to ſupport a 

C cha- 
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character in it any more than thoſe who uſually 
wear it.—Eh, Beverley? 

Bev. Jo, to be ſure. They who ſay the ſofteſt 
things, and ſucceed moſt with the women, enter 
into the ſpirit and genius of the place the moſt 
happily.” Gallantry and intrigue, not wit and hu- 
mour, are the objects of a maſquerade. | 
Dienier. I beg your pardon, Beverley. I know 
more than one or two profeſſed jokers, that rehearſe 
their parts for a fortnight before-hand, and write 
down all the good things they ſhall ay; but, as 
i luck will hive it, for want of courage and op- 
portunity, never utter one of them; and yet, re- 
ſolving they ſhall not be loſt to the world, ſend 
them, ready cut and dry, to the news-papers,. as 
having been their extempore ſallies and maſquerade 
pleaſantries. 

Bev. Oh, I know the little haberdaſhers of 
ſmall wit; 1 know them, Denier, and thank youfor 
your deſcription of them.—But who the deyce was 
that very elegant-looking woman that lord Robeit 
Sprightly luck ſo cloſe to for moſt part of the 
evening? I have a ſtrong notion it was lady Sarah 
Brilliant—very like her figure; or Harriqt Freeloye 
but her—ſhe's common, you know—her he 
would not have followed fo warmly.—Oh, Check, 
are you there? Handy too? (Check and Handy 
come forward) Have you ſet my night-things in 
my bed-chamber ? 

Handy. They are all ready, fir. 

Bev. Did you preſent fir John Squanderficld* 

otes for acceptance, Check? 

Check. I did, fir. 4 

Bever. Any cards, Handy And were they 

good bills, Check ? 

Handy. The cards, tickets, and meſſages lie 09 
your * table, fir. 


Bev. 


Bev. Very well. — And were fir John's notes 
duly accepted, Check ? 


Check. They ought to have been duly proteſted, 


ſir. Not good bills—not worth a farthing, fir. I 
have not given hitn credit for them. 

Bev. Well, let hint have due notice, d've boars 
check? And do you call at the Savoir, and let 
them know that I ſhall dine there to-day, d'ye 
hear, Handy? And do you come to me with the 
{tate of fit John” s account, as ſoon as I am up, dy'e 
hear, Check ? 

Check. The account is ready, fir ; but Mr. Fable 
defires to ſpeak with you as ſoon as you are up, fir. 
He is gone into the city, but will return before you 
are ſtirring, and has particular buſineſs. 

Bev. I ſhall be ready to attend him. Let me 
be called about one, d'ye hear, Handy —I have 
nothing further to ſay to you at preſent, Check. 

Check Mighty well, fir. 

_ Bev, Handy, wait in my chamber. 

\ Handy. 1 ſhall, fir. 3 


CExeunt Check and Handy ſeverally. 


Manent Beverley and Denier. 


Bev. You'll dine with us at the Savoir, De- 


nief? 

Denier. That's impoſſible. Lady Quaver, who 
ſubſeribes to the opera, has lent her box to Mrs. 
Carlton and Lydia this evening, and I have pro- 
miſed to attend them; ſo we muſt make a thort 
early dinner at home, You will hardly riſe from 
table before the finale. 

Bev. Tune enough to ſee the Hemel walk over 
the courle, perhaps : but the places of public di- 
verſion do keep moſt diſorderly hours to be ſure. 
As to the play- houtes, I ſcarce ever attempt to peep 
into them, There is no getting a mouthful of 
fragedy or comedy vio e one's TE 
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for every thing elſe. But Lydia is fond of plays 
too; and the little prude is ſo eager and punctual, 
ſhe is as ſure to be at the drawing up of the curtain 
as if ſhe went to keep places. | 

Denier. Come, come, after all, you are very 
partial to my ward, Beverley, She is ſevere upon 
your gaiety, and you rally her prudery, You both 
think 1t worth while to find fault with each other; 
and that's a dreadful fymptom, Beverley. | 

Bev. No, no; not fo far gone as that neither, 
—'The girl has ſome good natural qualities; but 
ſhe has not mixed with the world enough.—She is 
like one of our Engliſh coaches—made of good 
ſtuff, and not ill faſhion'd—but wants the high 
Paris varniſh, Denier. | 

Denier. I have a good mind to acquaint her with 
your compariſon. — She'll varniſh you till you ap- 
pear like lord Ruſty's pictures - not much the 
better for it. But, apropos to your fimile,— 
after your coach has ſet you down to dinner in St, 
James's Street, can you ſend it to carry us to the 

ra? | 

Bev. To be ſure. They are not put up yet. 
Pl give orders about it immediately. 

Demer. Stay! Suppoſe it takes me home then; 
and I'll tell them your direction.— I ſhall hardly 
get a chair at this time in the morning. | 

Bev. Be it ſo. Good night to you. — But, 
Demir ! 

Denier. Well. | 

Bev. There is to be another maſquerade next 
week, at the Haymarket. Will you go? 

Di. nier. No—hang it! next week is too ſoon for 
it. So much of it makes it grow nauſeous, 

Bev. It will be a genteel thing. 
Denier. A genteel maſquerade Oh, that's the 
devil, Beverley. The company at a maſquerade 


mould be almoſt as various as the characters the) 
xepre- 
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repreſent. —Counteſles and ſempſtreſſes, lords, al- 
dermen, blacklegs, and Oxomians.—Make your 
maſquerade too genteel, and 1 it muſt be very dull, 
Beverley. 

Bev. All the fine women in town will 2 
there. It is to be given by the club at Arthur's. 
I can ſupply you with tickets. 

Denier. Can you? - Well then come, for once 
I will go with you. 
Bev. Now, if you could prevail on Lydia to- 

90 too 

Denier. No; ſhe won't take the Paris varniſh, 
Bever ley. 

Bev. I am ſorry for it. Then there's no hopes 
of her, 

Denicr. Poor Beverely! Adieu! | 

Bev, Poor Lydia, I fay,. I'll go te bed and 
dreaga of ber retormation.. Good night to you. 

[ Exeunt ſeverally. 


AT 
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Beverley s dreſing-reom A writing-deſe and drefſng- 
| table, chairs, Cc. | 


Bell rings two or three limes violently ; at length enter 
N in a mor ning dreſs, rubbing bis eyes. 


Handy. DING, ring, ring! The devil's in Mr, 
Beverley ale I think, He deſires 


to be waked about one or two, and 1s ready to pull 
the bells out of the pullies between eleven and 
twelve. (Rings) Again! Tl be with you in a mo- 
ment, fir.—(Yawns)—It he had been at deep 
play laſt night, I ſhould have thought his loſſes 
had diſturbed him—or if he had been drinking, 
that his reſt was ſpoil'd with ſickneſs and head- ache. 
— But to come home ſober, and in good humour, 
and then drag one out of bed like a ſchool-boy or 
an apprentice—(Rzings again) Well, well, I am 
coming Stay till I can get to you, fir. (Going.) 
Not he, faith—here he is—walking i in his ſleep for 
aught I know—for I am ſure, I am hardly awake 
yet. (Tawning.) 


Enter Beverley, 


Bev. Oh, you are here I ſce, I thought = 
were dead, Handy. 
Handy. Dead aſleep, fir. I had hardly got warm 


in bed, in my firſt doze, fir, (X awning. 
Bev. 
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Bev. Come, come, my breakfaſt. I have no 
time for dozing and dreaming. To keep my en- 


gagements at night, I muſt diſpatch a good deal of 


buſineſs in the, morning, (Sig.) Reach me that 
bundle of papers. (Handy brings them from the deſt) 
] muit anſwer theſe. letters. Now r 
Handy; chocolate immediately. 

Handy (aſide). Whew ! [ Exit yawning. 

Bev. (untying the bundle). Say what they will 
of your dull om and drudges, men of ſpiritare 
your only perſons of diſpatch—diligent in their bu- 
fineſs, for the ſake of getting rid of it not working 
ſlowly, grub, grub, like a mole, but ſtraining to 
the goal like a racer. Let me ſee, what have 
here ? (Looking at one of ihe letters.) Oh, a letter 
from Mr. Golding's old Quaker friend and corre» 
ſpondent Ephraim Quiet of Briſtol, 


Re-enter Handy. 


Handy. The chocolate, fir. 

Bev. Very well. —Set it down, Handy—and 
tell Check to come to me with the account I ſpoke 
to him about, when I came home laſt night. 


Hanay. He's here already, fir, and Mr. Fable 


t00, 


Enter Fable, attended by Check, with books and 
Papers. 

Bev. (riſing.) Mr. Fable, your very humble 

crvane. 


Fable. Oh, your r ſere ant, your ſervant. Are 


you ſure you have all the books and. papers with 
you, Check 5 


Check, V cry ſure, fir. 


Fable. And have you the inſtrument from My 
attorney? 


Check. It is here, fir. 


Fable. 
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Fable. And the balances of che ſeveral accounts 
are all right and exact? 

Check. To the ſixteenth of a farthing, fir; 
I have og them again and again, fir. 

Fable. Very well. Lay them on the table then, 
I ſhall be with you preſently in the comprting- 
houſe. 

Check. You will be ſure to find me there, fir. 

¶ Lays down books, c. and exit. 

Fable. And now indulge me with a word or tws 
in private, Mr. Beverley. 

Bev. Pray be ſeated, fir. ——Handy, wait in 
the antichamber. | 

Handy. 1 ſhall, fir. [ Exit. 


Manent Fable and Beverley, /itixg. 


Fable (after a ſhort pauſe). 1 am afraid, I have 
broken in upon you rather abruptly, Mr. Beverley. 
Bev. Not at all, fir. 
Fable. My buſineſs | is preſſing, and I mult be as 
abrupt 1 in diſcloſing it. 
Bev. Pray, what is it, fir ? 
Fable. 1 ſhould with to adminiſter comfort, ra- 
ther than to diſtreſs or ſurpriſe you ; but there 1s 
no time for delicacics or room tor palliation. 
ſe Bev. You amaze me. What do you mean, 
re | 
Fable. Don't be too much alarmed neither; 
don't let it totally diſcourage you. You arc young, 


you know 
Bev. Relieve me from fuſpence, I beſcech you, 
fir. 
Fable. Nay, I can't fay it is downright rum 
neither. 
Bev. Ruin, Mr. Fable! 
Fable. No; not abſolutely. Your credit and 
| Character may be both a little ſhaken by it at 
indeed ; bur, with induftry, thank heaven, rr 
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will have time and opportunity to re-eſtabliſh 
them. 

Bev. You keep me on the rack, let me com- 
prehend you. Be plain, ſir! 

Fab. In a word then what do you think of the 
failure of the houſe? 

Bev. Sir! * 

Fab. Stopping payment? 

Bev. Impoſhble ! 

Fab. Ten days ago I was of your opinion. 
But thoſe papers, Mr. Beverley, among which are 
copies of the laſt letters from Mr. Golding, will 
convince you that the danger 1s imminent. 

Bev. Why—Why was not I more early appriſed 
of this, Mr. Fable? 

Fab. You have a great deal on your hands, you 
know ; and I did not care to interrupt your amuſe- 
ments, or damp your vivacity, till I had exa- 
mined and ſettled the ſtate of your affairs. I was 
in hopes, indeed, matters had not been fo deſpe- 
rate. But one misfortune is always accompanied 
by another, and another followed by more. The 
inſurance not being done on the Speedwell and 
Thetis, owing to the miſcarriage of Mr. Golding's 
27% from Bengal; the wreck of both thoſe In- 

amen, as well as Mr. Golding's other loſſes in 
15 ia; the failure of the houſes at Amſterdam; 
the late run upon our own; and the bills we have 
accepted, being ſo ſoon 3 unlucky 
circuaſtances, all concurring to perplex and em- 
barraſs us. 


Bev. And what —what's to be done then, Mr. 
Fable? 

Fab. Oh, don't be too uneaſy! the ſhock is ra- 
ther violent and ſudden, to be ſure; but I hope to 
extricate you with honour and reputation. 

Bev. You revive me—By what means, fir ? 


D Fab. 
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Fab. When you have look'd into the voucher 
which Check has left with you, you will ſes the 
neceſſity of exccuting this inſtrument, conſtitutin 
me your ſole truſtee and creditor ; I having under- 
taken to ſatisfy every other claim and demand upon 
the houſe.— All that concerns me is, that in order 
to come handſomely through this buſineſs, and to 
appear in earneſt to the world, we muſt exact ſome 
co-operation on your part, ſome little ſacrifices 
from you, Mr. Beverly. 

Bev. Sacrifices from me ! what ſacrifices, Mr, 
Fable ? 

Fab. Not that I think they will affect you much 
neither. I was happy, to be ſure, to fee you keey- 
ing the very beſt company, making a figure on 
the turf, regularly attending the hunt, and enter- 
taining handſomely both here, and at Wimble. 
don. — But people in buſineſs are liable to theſe 
accidents—and pleaſure, you know, muſt give way 
when preſhng exigencies require it. Put your 
horſes to ſale, part with your hounds, fell your 
villa—and as a narrower plan of living, a ſyſtem 
of economy, will render all the plate and preſent 
furniture unnecetlary, I think it will be adviſeable 
to let this houſe too. A ſmaller will ſerve to carry 
on the buſineſs. 

Bev. Sell my horſes and hounds ! part with my 
houſes ! diſpoſe ef my plate, Mr. Fable! fureiy 
this is being rather too precipitate. It ſhould be 
very maturely conſidered, whether we cannot ſmo- 
ther theſe evils, without letting them burſt into 4 
flame unmediately. 

Fab. That has been thoroughly confidered, de- 
pend upon't—nay, I have already convened the 
capital creditors, and convinced them of the cet- 
tainty of their demands being fatisfied, on Une 
plan I have propoſed to you. They are perſuade! 


that the houſc will ultimately prove good and ſut- 
| ficient, 
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ficient, and have engaged to ſupport it. Some few 
indeed ſeemed to doubt your concurrence and per- 
ſeverance ; but I (who think I know you better) 
undertook to anſwer for both. The truth is, you 
have no alternative. The affair is publick by this 
time, and the eyes of the whole world are upon 
you—But courage, Beverly! you have youth, as I 
told you, and honour, and abilities. They are 
now put to the teſt, and I have no fear of your 
conduct. When you have finiſhed your breakfaſt, 
run your eye over the account, read Mr. Golding's 
laſt letters, examine the deed of truſt, and confider 
what I have ſaid to you. Your ſervant! Good 
day to you ! Your ſervant ! [ Exit, 


Beverley alone. 


What is all this? Veſſels uninſured ! Failure of 
correſpondents ! Letters from Mr. Golding ! Lofles 
in India! Sure our fituation cannot be ſo bad as 
he has repreſented 1t.—Let me look into theſe 
writings ! Let me examine this account Handy! 
—( fitting) The book of fate could ſcarcely be 
more dreadful to me than this maſs of papers, 


Enter Handy, 
Handy. Sir! 
Bev. What do you do here, raſcal! I am buſy. 
o dare you interrupt me? 
Handy. 1 thought you had called, fir. 
Bev. Get out of the room, firrah, or I'l— 
Handy. I beg your pardon, fir. I am gone, fir 
What the deuce is the matter with him this 
morning ? [ Exit. 

Beverley alone. 


What an unfeeling animal is a mere perſon of bu- 
Faces! Mr. Fable has ſtunned me: I am thunder. 
ITUCK : and yet there was a ſerenity in his manner, 

D 2 a ma- 
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a malicious calm in his countenance, that cut me 
to the ſoul—I am diſtracted—I can neither read, 
nor write, nor think. Handy! Where are you, 
raſcal ? (Enter Handy) Why did not you take 
theſe things away, as I ordered you ? 

Handy. I thought you had not done breakfaſt, 
fir.—A card from fir Charles Eaſy, fir, ¶ giving i. 

Bev. Give me no cards, raſcal ! 

| [ throwing it awa), 

Handy. The man waits for an anſwer, fir, 

Bev. I can ſend no anſwer. I'm ill, I'm buf, 
Im I'll ſend an anſwer by and by.— I'll ſend u 
anſwer by and by. 


Handy. Very well. I'II let him know, fir. 
| Exit. 
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Beverley alone. 


Let me ſee! let me collect my thoughts a little! 
Suppoſe I adviſe with Denier ! ſuppoſe 


Enter Handy. 


Handy. A letter, fir - requires no anſwer they 

ſay. 8 [ Exit 
Beverley alone. 

From Lucy]! I know her hand. (looking at the ſi- 
perſcription) I muſt look into it; but what poor 
| ſpirits have I at preſent to peruſe letters of gaiet) 
Her tenderneſs too — (opens and reads) Whats 
this ? 


& Sir Harry Flutter has heard of your mis 
& tunes, and convinced me that I ſhould be a but 
« then to you. He has offered to be my friend, 
„ ſo adieu, Beverley! 
| « Your's Lucy.“ 


Confuſion !—the bufineſs is publick indeed then 


But fo ſoon to deſert me To be the caſt loc 
of 
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of a caſt miſtreſs to half the town? But let her i 
go! let her go! An ungrateful jade! My friends | 
will execrate her. All my numerous acquaintance | 

will deſpiſe her. She'll be the ſcoff, the ſcorn of— 


Enter Lord Riot, Sir Helter Skelter, Col. Rakiſh, 
and Scanty. * 4 

Lord Riot. Beverley I Why what the devil is # 
all this? the whole town is talking of you. Is 1 
there any truth in this ſtory? You arc undone, 1 
they ſay. r 

50 No: not undone, my lord! | . 

Col. Rak. The St. James's Coffee-houſe is full 7 
of it, and Betty talks of nothing elſe. * 

Bev. Damnation ! | : 

Sir Helt. I was offered ten to one at the Cocoa- 
Tree that you and all your partners would be in 
the Gazette next Saturday. Shall I take the odds, 
Beverley ? 

Bev. The houſe has not ſtopt payment, fir ! 
Confuſion! 

Scanty. No, no, not ſo bad as that a little 
craſh, indeed but I ſaid the houſe would not ſtop 
payment. I was always your friend, Mr. Beverley. 

Bev. I am obliged to you, ſir.— Vexation! 

Col. Rak. They ſay, old Golding has made a 
ſad hand of it in India. An old blockhead ! 
What did he meddle for? why you could have 
ruined yourſelt faſt enough without his aſſiſtance. 
Poor little Lucy too! ſhe'll be on the parte 
again, TI have half a mind to take compaſſion on 
her myſelf, But ſhe's ſo curſed fond of Beverley, 
there would be no dependance on her. 

Lira Riot. Well, but Beverley! Your place at 
Wimbledon is to be put up at at auction, it ſeems. 
——— A going, a going, a going !—So we are to 
nave no dinner there next Sunday, I ſuppoſe. 

Bev. No, no, no, no, my lord. Diſtraction! 

| Sir Helt. 
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Sir Ilelt. As you'll part with that ſet of bay po. 
nies, and the Phaeton, I ſuppoſe, I wiſh you'd 
give me the refuſal. You ſhould think of your 
friends, Beverley. 

Bev. Another time! another time, fir. 

Lord Riot. Ay, I know we interrupt him. He 
is in the midſt of all his writings and accounts, you 
ſee. I ſhall be glad to ſee you, when you have 
leiſure. Good day to you, Beverley ! 


E { Adieu! adieu, Beverley! 


[ Exeunt Lerd Riot, Sir Helt. and Col. Rak; 
Manent Scanty and Beverley. 


Scanty. See what a ſet of waſhy-minded fellows 
theſe are now It is well you are rid of them. 
Did not I always warn you to be cautious of your 


company ? 
Bev. I thank you for your advice, but it diſtreſſes 


me at preſent, fir. 

Scanty. Well, well, I'll ſay no more then—I 
am glad to find matters not ſo bad as they have 
been reported. You'll keep your head above water 
yet, I hope, ] juſt ſtaid to mention the affair of 
the twenty pounds you promiſed me the laſt time 


I ſaw you. 
Bev. This is not a time for affairs of that fort, 


fir. 
Scanty. Well, well I would not have mentioned 
it but that laſt match at billiards was not quite 
ſettled, you know. 

Bev. There, ſir— there's a bank- note of the 
value. Now leave me, I befecch you, fir. | 

Scanty. Well, well, — I fee you arc buſy, and I 
will leave you—but for the future remember my 
counſel—ftick to my advice—always be cautious 
in the choice of your company, Beverley! [ Exit. 


Beverley 
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Beverley alone. 


So, ſo! fo! ſoſ—This is the world, as they call 
it—A pack of hollow friends, and deſpicable ac- 
quaintance ! How weak have I been, to give my 
heart to theſe wretches, who have ſouls incapable of 
mutual attachment! Callous to, diſtreſs, and dead 
to the feelings of humanity !—How I long to fee 
Denier ! He is a true friend=frugal without ava- 
rice, and chearful without diſſipation. He would 
both adviſe and aſſiſt me.—He would pre- 
ſently-— | 
Enter Denier. 


Ha, Denier ! I was this moment wiſhing for you. 
You have heard, I ſuppoſe—-: 

Den. I have; I have, Beverley; and ran to you 
immediately though I had particular buſineſs in 
the city too this morning— but a friend has pro- 
miſed to tranſact it for me. How are you, Be- 
verley? | 

Bev. What a blow, my friend! from whom had 
you the firſt news of it ? 

Den. From Mr. Fable himſelf, He came to me 
on my own affairs, as well as about a large remit- 
tance which he has juſt received on account of 
Lydia. 

Bev. Lydia !- Oh Denier !—Lydia ! (Ving) 
-a large remittance did you ſay? 

Den. Yes, trom her friends in India, who con- 
ſigned her to our family. A very confiderable re- 
mittance, indeed—Bur Mr. Fable is made truſtee, 
I find—They treat her as the court of Chancery 
docs a lunatick. We are committees of her per- 
fon, and Mr. Fable committee of the eſtate. 

Bev. Excuſe me, Denier ; but the very ſhadow 
of mirth is at preſent unſeaſonable. I am glad, 
however, that Lydia is likely to be ſo amply pro- 
vided for. (Sig bing.) 

Den. 


. 
#4 
[i 
Ly 
4 1 
1 
2 
gf t 
| 

" 

ll 
I. 

* 

\ 
a 
| 
oy 
F 
, 
; 

4 
$663 
14 

* 


ot Wo 
r 


24 THE MAN OF BUSINESS. 


Den. So am I: and F am glad too that you 
have always profeſſed fo total an indifference about 


her; as a diſappointment from any reverſe of for- 


tune, in caſe you had fixed your affections on her, 
would have been an additional mortification.— 
But Beverly! * 

Bev. My friend ! 5 es 

Den. You are convinced, I believe, of the truth 
of my regard for you. 

Bev. I never doubted it. 


Den. That I have the welt affeRtionate friend; 


ſhip for you. 
Bev. I am ſure of it. 
Den. You don't imagine” me eapib1s of prope 


ing any thing that might be diſagrecable to du? 
Bev. The laſt man on earth 1 ſhould n 


of it. 


Den. I think: too, on your part, Beverley, that 


you would not, from a mere point of delieaty,” o 
poſe or repine at my happineſs, if it did not inter- 
tere with your Wm. 1 


Bev. Noto be ſure 1 ſhould not. — ut what | 


i3 all this? Explain. 


Den. You muſt know then, Beverley that I 
began very early to be captivated with' Lydia. * 


Bev. Eh! 
Den. But fancying you entertained a' partiality 


for her, I ſmothered my inclination out of friend- 


ſhip for you. But as you meant only ſaperficial 
gallantry, I now wiſh to make her ſerious 5 
poſals. 

Bev. Propoſals to Lydia? 

Den. Ves, propoſals of marriage; and indeed 
it ſeems almcſt to have been the with of her friends 


to bring about ſuch an alliance by placing her in 


our family, 
Bev. That's true—that did not occur to me at 


firſt, I confeſs—ſhe too, I ſuppoſe, has given you 
ſome 


2 — My 
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WS fonc hopes.—I wiſh you happy—I wiſh you—1 
vi you a great deal of happineſs, Mr. Denier. 
(diſordered.) 80 ; 
De. Thank you, my dear friend, thank you! 
But come, come, Beverley! Mr. Fable's news 
bas quite diſheartened you. We muſt not ſee you 
too much caſt down, neither. This is but a cloud. 
You will break ,out again with double ſplendor 
preſently, —Can-I be of any ſervice to you? Shall 
I look into your papers—and examine your ac- 
counts ? 'D | 

Bev. Not at preſent, I am obliged to you—not 
W at preſent, Mr. Deniter. . 8 

= Den. Oh, I had forgot. All my money is 
locked up: but if you ſhould want a purchaſer 
for the Beverley eſtate, on that occaſion, I dare 
8 fay, my friends would ſupply me. You may al- 
8 ways command me, you know,:; _ 7 

W Bev. I know it. I am obliged to you. 

Den. Let me ſee | (looking at his watch) it is not 
ſo late as I thought it was —that Solomon is a 
puzzling, ſtupid, old felloꝶ I had better go up 
to the Alley, and look after the buſineſs myſelf, I 
believe unleſs I could; be of any uſe ro you by 
ſtaying here, Beverley. -..... 

Bev. Not in the leaſt, ' I beg I mayn't hinder 
You, As. - | 
Den. Good day to you then! I can turn an 
eighth I dare ſay this mornipg. Good day, Be- 
verley ! (Exit, 


Beverley alone. 


Now 1 am completely miſerable. Fool, ideor, 
that I have been! to trifle with a delicate female 
heart—to trifle with my own l—Ob, Lydia! I 
am now, for the firſt time, thoroughly ſenſible of 
E my 
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my affetigh fr b: and now to diſcover it, *onh 
to add to: my wretchednefs F Diſtraction Denic 
too ſeems to wear a different aſpect—at leaſt m 
imagination, jaundiced D misfortunes, Paint 
him of another colour. But Lydia! after the in. 
pertinence of my former behaviour, how deſpicibſ 
muſtT appear to her? What a humitifaring Gn 
has fortune now thrown between us! Mrs, Goll. 
ivg here! New torture! Ha! Lydia with he! 
Oh my heart! How ſhall I look up to her! 


* „ 


S 
&.') 


; Y : 
« SP Y = , 1 th BS 4 4 5 . af. 
Enter Mrs. Golding (in a-morning diſbabille;)-; 


Mrs. Gold. Nay, come in, child! pray chi 
in! I muſt ſpeak to poor Beverley. Come in Mig" 
Lydia, I beg of you (Bevetley vu ts the door tis 
introduces i take care of her, A 
man ! She is a delicate foul,” and as much ſhoeksl 
as if ſhe were your ſiſter. But, for heaven's'faks 
child, what is this rigmardle ſtory tha#" Mr. Fabk 
has diſtracted us about? © ?: 

Bev. A very ſerious affair indeed, miadatn.” 

Mrs. Gold. Serious! He's always ſerious 
think —preaching, preaching, for ever preaching? 
like lady Tott'nam, that builds all the Mecheln 
chapels.— But it's a ſtrange ching Mr. Golding 
ſhould never write me word of all this buſineſs 

B. v. I have not yet examined the proof, but 
dare fay, Mr. Fable has juſt grounds for his p- 
ccedings. "IMS th 

Mig. Gold. Lord, lord! How this breaks into 
all my arrangements! The glaſs over my dreffing 
room chimney-picce is ſtuck round with cards 
one upon another—T am promiſed the whor 
town over for theſe three months. But it's 00 
matter—they'll be the death of me—ſo it don! 
ſignify. 5 (throws berſelf into a * ä 
33 — " 


or a lord of the A Imiralty. 2 


| 
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Bev. We muſt look forward, madam. The 


proſpect is a little gloomy at preſent, but promiſes 


to clear again. No-endeayours ſhall be wanting on 
my part. OS. | 
Mrs. Gold. No, I dage ſay. Lou were always 
a good creature—a great favourite of mine you 
know always—But I can't teil what poſſeſſed them 
to make you a man of bufmeſs, If they had been 
ruled hy me, they would have put you into the 
guards. You would have made a ſweet figure in 
a regimental; would not he, Lydia? And then 
vou'd have had as little to do as Colonel Parade or 


N Captain Gillyflower. But It look Wto the red 


book—the only book worth looking into and ſes 
if we can't uſe gur intereſt to get you ſome little 


ſnug finccure—a Fomipiſfoner of trade, perhaps, 


#1 


Ver. I begin to feel Ne have no degendance but 


u ourſelves, mad 


Mrs. Gala. We), ene be not, Kinſman 
and yet we have a, very genteel ſet af acquaint- 
ance, —But, mercy, on me, what a figure do 1 
make, if any body ſhould el. in this muſlin 


Made, and queen's night-cap! vdia, my tleari! 


| let me leave yon here, 4 minute O tio while I 


muffle on my things — and then come to me in my 


Wdrcfing-room. Your converſation is better thay 


artſhorn or lavender. "Poor Beverley here looks 
as diſmal as young lady Grizzle on her marriage 
wil old fir Solomon. Lu. 


Aanent Beverley and Lydia. 


(T hey remain ſome time filent.) 


Bev. Excuſe me, madam, if I venture to ex- 
preſs how deeply I am ſenſible of your appearing 
o be affected by my misfortunes : and yet I can- 
a but confeſs that I feel your compaſſion almoſt 
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as painfully as a reproach—for I am conſcious 1 
have not deſerved it. | 

Lyd. Touched as I am with the reverſe of your 
ſituation, Mr. Beverley, I will not diſſemble to you 
that I am pleaſed with the change in your be- 
haviour. e 2 

Bev. Still, ſtill, - this very approbation ſetves to 
reproach me with the impropriety of my late con- 
duct towards yoh. I feel it. I requeſt your for. 
giveneſs of it; and ſhauld be happy to paſs the 
reſt of my life in endeavouring to atone t. 

Lyd. Make no 3 to me, Mr, Beverley; 
I have no right to expect them, nor has your con- 
duct rendered them neceſſary: moſt young gentle. 
men who pique themſelves on their knowledge of 
the world, act much in the ſame manner as Jö 
behaved to me. ov 08 eee 

Bev. It is too true; but ſt is not the ſwarm of 
coxcombs that renders them Jeſs impertinest or 
troubleſome. I ought not to have adopted Their 
contemptuous airs, without being maſter alſo of 
their tame inſenſibility; yet I hid youth to-plead 
in excuſe for my vanities; and I flatter mylſelt, 
that time and reflection and ahother motive that 
diſtracts me when I think of it might have ten- 
dered me an object leſs unworthy your compaſfion, 
Calamity has torn the veil from my eyes; and! 
now ſee but too plainly, not only your excellence, 
es my own imperfections. 1 

Lyd. Calamity is a ſevere maſter, yet amend- 
ment can ſcarce he purchaſed too deaxly : and 25 
your errors have been venial, your diſtreſs may be 
but tranſient ; nay, may, perhaps, at laſt be thc 
means of your happineſs, — 

Bev. Impoſſible ! Impoſſible ! However I ma 
be reſtored to affluence, I can never, never 
of happineſs. I have thrown away—perhaps Wan. 
toply too—1 have thrown away the _ hoy 


THE MAN OF BUSINESS. 29 


ſhould have been the pride and bleſſing of my life. 
—Oh, Lydia! the feelings of worldly diſtreſs are 


nothing to the - agonies of a deſpairing affection. 


My ſituation extorts from me what I have hitherto 
endeavoured to conceal even from myſelf. I love 
you—l feel I long have loved you—though wretch 
and fool enough to- be almoſt aſhamed of a paſ- 
fion in which I ought to have gloried. I am now 
puniſhed for it— heaven knows, ſeverely puniſhed 
,—perhaps too ſeverely—by loſing the very hopes 
of ever obtaining ou. | 

Dad. Do not run from one dangerous extreme 
to another, Mr, Beverley; but guard againſt deſ- 
pondency, as well as vanity and preſumption. I 
ſee you are much agitated, much dejected; and 
what it would, perhaps, have been dangerous and 
unpardonable to have owned to you but yeſterday, 
to-day I ſhall not ſcruple to declare. Hurried 
away, as you were, by a torrent of faſhionable va 
nities, and the poor ambition of keeping high 
company, I thought I could diſcern in your mind 
and diſpoſition no mean underſtanding, nor un- 


generous principles too good for the aſſociates 


you had ſelected, and too ſuſceptible not to be 
in danger from ſuch ſociety. It is no wonder, 
therefore, if I felt any growing partiality for you, 
that I endeayoured'to reſtrain it. | 

Bev. To retirain it! Say rather to extinguiſh it. 
Oh, I now perceive all my wretchedneſs,—But to 
be ſupplanted by my boſom-friend ! by Denier ! 

Dyd. I am at a Joſs to comprehend you, 

Bip. He confeſſed to me his paſſion for you 
but this. very mornipg—not an hour ago he de- 
clared to me his intention of making you ſerious 
Propoſals. 

Id. Such propoſals would be ſure of being re- 
jeted—roected with the utmoſt indignation. 
| Bev. 
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Bev. What do I hear? May I ill hope then A 
And are you reſolved not to liſten to his ad- 
drefles ? | ee Dae! AE a 

Dzd. I am too well acquainted with his charac+ 
ter. His manners, indeed, are lively, and his 
worldly turn enables him to work himſelf into the 
friendſhip of others; eſpecially, thoſe like your - 
ſelf, Mr. Beverley—of an undeſignipg open-hearts 
ed character; in order to avail himſelf of they 
foibles, promote his intereſt, and gratify his pe- 
nury. Rely not too ſecurely on the waruth of 
his proſeſſions ! Ready to no paint but his intereſt, 
you will find him ſhifting in his conduct according 
to the revolutions in your fortune, He ſecmed, at 
firſt delirous to unite me to you; but now, hearing, 
I ſuppoſe, of the alteration in your circumſtances, 
and the late remittances in my favour, it is per- 
fectly agreeable to his ſentiments, to endeavaur tg. 
ſupplant you. As yet, however, he has made mg 


no oycrtures. bs: "> 
Bev. So far then at leaſt he is not unfaithful, 
But Oh, my Lydia! may I interpret your repug- 
nance to his addreſſes as an argument in my fas. 
vour? | 
Tyd. I have already frankly declared my opinion 
of your character. It now remains with you to 
prove the truth of that opinion, and to determine 
my reſolution accordingly. Do but bear up a- 
gainſt adverſity, ſo as to ſhew yourlelf equal 0. 
the poſſible return of proſperity——a trial, perhaps, 
ten times more dangerous—and be aſſured, Mr. 
Beverley, that wich the approbation of my friends, 
I thall be happy to give every proof of my eſteem 
for fo valuable a character. 


Bev. My deareſt Lydia ! (Ai ing her band) Mos 


Ly- 


let: me preſume to conſtrue it aitection ! Oh L. 
| dia 
; 
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dia, you have made me fond of my misfortunes. 
Faſe and affluence corrupted me, and had fo 


weakened and enervared my mind, that the 


rough ſtroke of adverſity would have Rannetl me 
beyond the power of recovery, had not your 
gentle hand raiſed me to the hope of happineſs. 
Take your pupil, Lydia; and render him 
for you if * can effect it oh render him 
worthy of ſo dear, ſo exquiſite a monitreſs! 


| | Exeunt. 
Ac 


W ga * 


ol 


n G 2 8 FD "ORG 
6 he pter>= SA LSE TY e | 
* 2 — A - MR A a — Er,, . 0 2 


— * 
- 


by 1 — 7 af a6 = 4 4% — — 
I tm Hz :.c.ococtf a. cw. c 5+. 
» * 8 * 
2 3 5 bs * = 


MM, . 
— — —— 


— 


1 
: 
* 
1 
2 


h 


you? How do you? 


32 THE MAN OF BUSINESS. 


& £© Ta 


An Apartment in Golding's Houſe. 


Enter Servant ſhewing in Tropick, 


HAT muſt I by to Mr. Fable, fir! 
Trop. Only let him know that his 


old friend Mr. Tropick, the ſhip's huſþand, defires 


Serv. 


to ſpeak with him. 


Serv. I thall, fir. [ Exit, 
Tropick alone. 


Yes, I ſhall ſpeak to him—and pretty roundly too, 
I believe. What times we live in! No morals, 
no order, no decency ! Barefaced villainy at one 


end of the town, and villainy in a maſk at the 


other But my old friend here a hypoctite! I 
ſhould almoſt as ſoon have miſtruſted myſelf. It 
is an unthankful office to give advice and reproof; 
but it is the duty, as well as privilege, of thoſe 
who have been long acquainted with each other, 
to let an old friend know, that all the world 
thinks him a ſcoundrel.— Oh, here he is. I'll give 


it him — l'll lecture him— I' ll— 


Enter Fable. 
Fab. Ha! my old friend, Tropick ! How ate 


Trop, 
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Trap. Well, very well. 

Fab. I am glad ont ; I rejoice to ſee you. 

Trop. May be fo, may be ſo. | 

Fab. And your family — All well, I hope. 

Trop. All very well. | 

Fab. And the young ſupercargo ?—How does 
he go on? 

Trop. Mighty well, mighty well. 

Tab. Excellent! — And his elder brother that 
was placed at Madraſs, is he removed to Bengal 
yet, as he propoſed? en 

Trop. He is, he is; but | 

Fab. That's right : Madraſs for health, Bengal 
for wealth that's the maxim there, you know. 

Trop, Very true, very cue; bu. 

Tab. And Mrs, Tropick too—How is ſhe ? 
| How is your wife? 

Trop. P'ſhaw! let my wife alone: I want to 
peak with you, old Fable; I want to ſpeak with 
you. 

Tab. Well; why don't you then? 

Trop. Becauſe you hinder me. You ſtop my 
mouth with enquartes, and won't let me ſqueeze in 
a lyllable edgeways——A plague of your queſtions |! 

Lab. Well, ſpeak. I am all attention. What 
have you to ſay to me? 

Trop. Have you a friend or acquaintance in the 
world? every.» oi oo 

Tab. 1 think ſo; ſome few true friends, many 
more very ſuſpicious, and a number of common 
acquaintance, 

Trop. And do you expect to keep one that has 
common ſenſe or common honeſty for the future? 

Fab. Yes;—and yourſelf in particular. — But 
what's the matter? If you think I have done any 
thing wrong, it woutd be but friendly to tell mc 


10. 
F Trop. 
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Trop. I came on purpoſe to tell you; I came d 
purpoſe to abuſe you, old Fable. | 

Fab. I am obliged to you; but for what reaſof 

Trop. Every honeſt man ſhould not only abhot 
a crime, but even keep clear of ſuſpicion. 

Fab. Impoſhble. | 

Trop. How o ? © Fa 

Fab. Both are not in his power. Not to be ci. 
minal, indeed, lies in his own breaſt ; but ſuſpicion 
and calumny, in the breaſts and mouths of others 
You conſider yourſelf as an honeſt man, I ſuppoſe, 

Trop. Zouns ! I know I am, without confidering Wi 
at all. | 

Fab. And yet, honeſt as you are, you could n 
more prevent my thinking you a raſcal, were I in» 
clined to believe you one, than I could hinder your 
calling me ſo. 

Trop. I tell you all the world calls you ſo. It is the 
talk of the whole city—the Alley is full of it—the 
Change rings with it—and by and by, I ſuppoſe, the 
talkers in Leadenhall-ſtreet will harangue about it 
You are pretty well paragraphed already, old Fable. 

Fab. I can't help their talking or writing. I ca 
only take care not to deſerve it. 

Trop. Not deſerve it! Why, was not -Golc- 
ing, the great banker, here, your old friend d 
acquaintance ? - © CI 

Fab. Moſt intimately ſo ; moſt confidentially; 
or, at his departure for India, he would ſcarce 
have truſted his whole family and affairs to m 
care, with the particular charge of young Beverleſ 

Trop. Oh, did he fo ?=Now we are come 00 
the point then.—And a fine guardian vou hat 
ſhewn vourſe!f{—-a pretty friend to Mr. Golding 
too! You have ſtaggered the credit of the houſe, 
driven the poor young fellow almoſt out of by 


ſenſes, and made yourſelf his ſole truſtee * 
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ditor. Every body ſees what you drive at but the 
court of chancery may bring you to account yet, 
old Fable. | 2 | | 
Fab. Let the parties file their bill at their plea- 
ſure or rather do you be my chancellor. 

Trop. I your chancellor! 

Fab. Yes, you, my friend. T'll put in my an- 
(wer immediately—but remember, that while I 
call upon your judgment in equity, I muſt alſo in- 
WT {it on your ſecrecy. 

Trop. What! keep it a ſecret that you are an 
honeſt man ?—Let all the world ſuppoſe you a 
W (coundrel ? 

ab. No matter. Don't let your zeal for my 
character teach them to unriddle the myſtery at 
preſent; but rather aſſiſt me in carrying on my 
project. Firſt, however, promiſe filence. Give 
me your word, old friend, | 
Jop. My honour—Now you know you are ſure 
Wo! mc. | | 

Fab. I am convinced of it, You muſt know 
ien, that the danger of the houſe, and the ruin of 
Voung Beverley, is all a mere fiction. 
Trop. A lie !—Zouns! to what purpoſe? 

Fab. The belt in the world -A white lie, my 
friend] to reſcue Beverley, and fave Mr. Goldings 

Trop. A white lie ?- don't underſtand you. 
Explain, 

Fab. The young man was in the high road to 
leſtruction, and driving at ſuch a rate that he muſt 
Joon have overſet the whole undertaking. It was 
Lc to pull the check-ſtring.— To ſpeak plainly ; 
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ve 
10 aumcnanced by Mrs, Golding, who ought to 
re diſcouraged him, direct advice would have 


Pen thrown away upon him. But, could I ſtand 
ba ſilent and inactive ſpectator of the ruin of a 
cle family? No; finding him incorrigible by 

F 2 ſofter 


ntoxicated as he was by pleaſure and vanity, and 
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ſofter means, I conjured up the phantom of poyer 
ty. The meaſures I have taken have already 
brought him to reaſon ; he promiſes to become: 


new man; I ſhall ultimately appear to be a tri 


friend; and the credit of the houſe will be mots 
firmly eſtabliſhed than ever. N 


Trop. I am ſpeechleſs - ſtruck dumb you hate 
taken my breath away—1 have not a word to fay 
againſt you——you are a very worthy, ſenfible, honef 
fellow, old Fable. You have redeemed 'your 
friend Golding, and will be the making of the 
young fellow's fortune. | 

Fab. Nay, I can't take the credit of his reform» 
tion entirely to myſelf neither. He is in love, it 
ſeems, with a moſt amiable young lady, whoße 
tenderneſs is redoubled by his misfortunes, while no 
calamity ſeems to affect his mind but the imaginaty 
want of a fortune ſuitable to his pretonſions to ber, 

Trop. And how can you anfwer it to yourſelf, to 
retain his money in your hands, when he withes to 
make ſo landable a uſe of it? 15 

Fab. I don't mean to retain it. Finding Berer- 
ley in fo fair a way of amendment, I have already 
ſet another wheel in motion, and (unknown to him 
circulated a report of a ſudden turn of fortune in 
his favour. | 

Trop. Unknown to him, d'ye ſayp - 

Fab. Totally; and it is pleaſant enough to ſer 
how awkwardly he receives the civilities which rc 
paid to him in conſequence of this report, white, 
unconſcious of the cauſe, he expects {according to 
the way of the world) nothing but flights and 
reproaches. To confirm the report, however, and 
to put him into good humour with. hitmſelf agar, 
I mean to {end a pretended agent or meffenger to 
him, with letters and eonſiderable remittances, 5 
from Mr. Golding. All T-want is a truſty petſon t 
diſcharge ſuch a comnulſion, 


Trep. 


% 
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Trop. Can I be of any uſe to you? 

Fab. Infinite, if you would undertake this nego- 
ciation. | = 

Trop. 1 !—Why, I am unknown in the family, 
is truc—but then the letters—Mr. Golding's hand, 
ou know— 

Fab. Oh, reaſons may be aſſigned for his making 
uſe of another hand. —Beſides, they won't be exa- 
mined fo nicely. You ceme to bring money, not 
to receive it—and that makes a wide difference. 
But we loſe time. Will you aſſiſt me? 

Trop. I will—hand and heart body and ſaul, 
old Fable. Let me have the ſtores, ſails, maſts, and 
rigging, and 1I'l] fit him out as handſomely as auy 
vellel Jever furniſhed in my life, You ate a true- 
hearted, found-bottomed fellow, old Fable. But 
what an afs have I made of myſeif!— Here did I 
come open-mouthed to reproach you for vous 
roguery ; and now you have perſuaded me to be- 
come your accompiice. 

Fab. My ally—lcagued in honour, not combined 
and confederated in villainy. But come with me 
to my clofet, and Pi! furniſh you with the necdful. 

Trop. Ill follow you; bur I mud, I muſt aſk 
your pardon” firſt. It touched me to the quick tu 
hear you were a raſcal, and T,could' not help telling 
you ſo. I] beg your pardon-again, and again, anct. 


i 2 Y 0 


again, my friend. You are one of the werthicſt 
c men in the world - but, you know, there are not a, 
- more ſilly, empty, 1infotent, impudent, ignorant, ly- 
0 mg vermin, than your framers of common reports 
d and collectors of perfonal paragraphs—wretehes' 
d that pretend to know every thing, and know no- 
„ thing. Your thoughts, words, and actions, they 
0 know them all; what you have done, u hat you are 


doing, and what you intend to do, they know: 
know what a papiſt tells'his coufeſſor, or the king 
3 

Vailpers the queen: things that never have been, 
\, will 
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will be, nor are like to be, ſtill they know—true 
or falſe, right or wrong, praiſe or blame, they don't 
care a hali-penny.—And I, to give a moment's cre- 
dit to them! Forgive me this once, my friend; 
and for the future, without certain authority, I'll 
never believe a word I hear from common report, 


or depend upon a ſyllable I read in the news-papers, 
[ Excunt, 


The rect. 
Enter Lord Riot and Colone! Rakiſh. 


Col. Rak. But do you think there is any truth in 
this report, my lord? _ 
Lord Riot. Fact—you may depend upon't. A 
roctor from the city, who came to me about my 
ſuit with lady Riot, now depending in the Com- 
mons, told me that he heard it at the St. Paul's 


Coffee-houſe from a gentleman that brought the 


news piping hot from fir George Sterling at Garra- 
way's, and from ſome other particular friends of old 


Fable. | 
Col. Rak. So then Beverley is upon his legs again, 


and Golding is not ruined after all. 


Lord Riot. Full of treaſure as a mine, with a 
certain income as large as a jaghire—ſent home 
whole lacks of rupees by the laſt Indiamen, and 
buſhels of diamonds as plenty as Scotch pebbles. 

Col. Rak. A lucky turn for Beverley! I with I 
had known it before; I would not have blackballed, 
him at Stapylton's ; but, faith, I thought he had 
nothing for it but to ſhoot himſelf. 

Lord Riot. He is actually meditating a very de- 
ſperate action. I hear he is going to be married. 

Col. Rak. Ay? to whom, my lord? | 

Lord Riot. Why to miſs—— Oh, here he is to 
give an account of himſclf. 


Enter 
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Emer Beverley. 


How do you, how do you, Beverley? Nay, never 
look ſo grave and ſerious, man] I know you have 
no occaſion. But why did you not call as I deſired 


you, Beverley? I love to ſerve you, and ſhould 


have been very glad to ſee you. 

Bev. I am obliged to your lordſhip, but I have 
been engaged 1n particular buſineſs, 

Lord Riot. Bufineſs! You uſed to think plea- 
ſure your buſineſs, 

Bev. And now, thank heaven, I have learnt. to 
think buſineſs my pleaſure. | 

Col. Rak. Ah, that's the true language of a man 
that is making a fortune and rolling in money, my 
lord, But, Beverley, my dear boy, why did you 
not call on me, if you ever thought there was the 
leaſt ſhadow of an occaſion? You muſt be ſure 
that all I could command, was entirely at your ſer- 
vice. 

Bev. I am obliged to you, colonel ; but there 
was not the leaſt neceſſity for it. 

Lord Riot. No, no; ſo it ſeems. I am very 
glad to hear it. Will you look in upon us at Al- 
mack's this evening, Beverley? 

Bev. It will not be in my power, my lord. 

Col. Rak. We dine at the ik. V ard Coffee-houſe 
to-day. There is ſome excellent claret. Will you 
go along with us, Beverley ? 

Bev. Not now, I thank you, colonel; I am 
going to Mr, Denier, 

Lord Riot, Well; let us ſee you 865 don't 
forſake your friends; Beverley, 

Col. Rat. No; don't let us loſe you; ; come 
amongſt us ſoon, my boy, In the mean time, I 
with you much joy. 


Lerg Riot. So do I. Good day, Beverley? 
Col. 


Me, 
— * 
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a falſe medium. Yes, yes, I dare fay 
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Col. Rek, Good day, good day to you, Be- 


verley! 
[ Exennt Lord Riot, and Col. Rakiſh. 
Beverly alone. 


With me joy ! What do they mean? ſurely not to 
inſult mc! No, no; their manner was frank, and 
hearty, and cordial.— And yer, I thought they 
bchaved oddly on the firſt ſhock of my affairs. But, 
perhaps, my. fenitbility was too quick on that oc- 
caſion, and my confuſion on the breaking out of 
my misfortunes made me fee every thing through 

i wronged 
my friends, and I am heartily concerned at it. 


Enter Cath. 


Caſo. Oh, Mr. Beverley, your ſervant! I am 
glad I have found you. I have juſt been at your 
ouſe to defire you to diſcount theſe bills. They 
are indorſed by good men, and have not above « 
fortnight or three weeks to run, fir. 6 
Bev. Diſcount, Mr. Cath * What do you mean? 
You know I never venture to do any thing of that 


Fort at preſent. 


Caſo. Not venture, indeed - Well ſaid, Mt, 
Beverley; you are pleaſed to be plcafant. 

Bev. I wiſh you would pleaſe to be ſerious. T1 
am ſo I ean aſſure you, Mr. Cath. | 
Ca. What you won't difcount the bills then? 
Bev. No. | 
Caf. Conſider the names at the back of them, 

£7. No matter. It dont fait us. 
Cafe. It don't ſuit us, — that's the banker's 
old anſwer in the negative. When you're come 
fo that, I am ſte you won't do it I am forry for 
1. muſt try ſome other houſe IM our 7” | 
it. 
Bev. Yours! Now for Denicr. [Going 
Enter 


- 
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Enter Hazard. 


pleaſe. 
. Bev. (turning.) Mr. Hazard ! Your pleaſure, fir ! 

Haz, We have a policy here on Sir Francis 
Racket, inſured for a year for twelve thouſand— 
and we ſhould be glad of your name at the bottom 
of it. 

Bev, My name, Mr. Hazard! 

Haz. If you pleaſe, ſir.— There is a 8 
premium, and fir Francis is 2 very good life He 
was ſhewn at the coffee-houſe yeſterday—a very 
good life not above fix or ſeven and twenty—a 
little wild, indeed, but fuicide and the hands of 
Juſtice, you know, are always excepted. 

Bev. 1 pretend to underwrite, Mr. Hazard ! Do 
you want to ruin me intirely ? 

Haz. Ruin you ! ha, ha, ha! ruin you— a very 
good jeſt, faith—I wrth I was ruined your way, 
Mr. Beverley. (Laughing. 

Haz. Do you laugh at me? 

Haz. No, no—l don't laugh at you—but upon 
my word vou make me merry, Mr. Beverley.— 
Poor ruined gentlemen! ba, ba !-—Will you fill 
up the policy, fir? 

Bev. No, not at 50 per Cent. fir. You know 
my firuation, and let me tell you, fir, I look upon 
your application at this time as unpertinent—par- 
ticularly impertinent. (turns aſide. 

Haz. Know my fituation ! Lord, how fome folks 
ſwell on their good fortune | He 1s turning fine 
gentleman again already, [ perceive. —Impertinent, 
quotaa ! I wiſh he would have ſet his name to the 
bolicy, tho I would rather not have had an Iſ- 
raelite among the underwriters—however, let the 

G raclite 


Haz. Mr. Beverly! one word with you, if you 
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; 5 worſt come to the worſt, we are ſure of little Abra- 
5 ham at laſt. Impertinent, indeed! Exit. 


Beverley alone. 


This affront, among many other mortifications, 18 
brought upon me by my paſt folly and impru- 
dence. Not only cenfured by the ſenſible and 
the generous, but reproached by the baſe; ridt- 
culed by the malicious, and inſulted by the 
meaneſt of mankind—confufion But it is no 
wonder that I ſhould be treated contemptuouſly. by 
others, when my conduct has rendered me ſo 
thoroughly deſpicable even to myſelf, Exit 


An Apartment in Denicr's Houſe. 


Enter Lads and Denier. 


Lyd. Nay, ceaſe, I beſeech you, fir! Do not, 
by urging me on a point ſo very diſagreeable, ten. 
der it too painful a taſk to preſerve that _— 
for you that I with to maintain! 

Den. Engaging Lydia! How much your tt 
ſerve becomes you. Yet, let me flatter myſelf it 
is mere covyneſs—and theſe little pruderies for 0 
I will ſuppoſe them—call forth new graces in your 
character, and revive the flame you would attempt 
to extinguiſh. 

Lyd. It is, however, with a peculiar ill grace, 
fir, that you now pretend to diſcover in me thele 
latent qualiſications— ou who ſeemed lately 6 
deſirous of recommending Mr. Beverley, and no, 
from what motive you know beſt, honouring me 
with your own addrefſcs. 

Den. Beverley !—Beverley is convinced of ma 
inviolable fr iendſhip for him—but it is no wonder, 
Lydia, that I, who had daily and hourly oppot. 


tunitics of contempla ting) our perfections, 
e 
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be more deeply ſtruck, than he that ſaw you bur 


occaſionally. - I ſhould not, however, ſuch is my 


tegard tor him, have urged my own ſuit, without 


being previouſly affured of his abſolute indit- 
ference. 

Lyd. indifference As to that, fir, Mr. Beyer- 
ley's indifference, or Mr. Beverley's partiality, in 
this inſtance, is not at all material. I am placed 
in your family, it is true; and my ſituation in life 
is not as yet poſitively aſcertained. I was taught 
to belicre, indeed, that J ſhould ere now have 
been received and acknowledged by my friends: 
but 1 confider ſome late events as an earneſt of 
their ſpeedy appearance, and I truſt they will offer 
no violence to my inclinations. I am determined, 
at leaſt in my own breaſt; and be affured, fir, that 
no intercſt, no force, no time, ſhall ſhake my re- 
ſolution. 

Den. Your friends, madain, may poſtibly be cf 
a different opinion; and though I might not with 
them to put any conſtrain; on you, they will 
hardly be partial to the ruincus ſtate of poor Be- 
verley. | 

Ha. In you, fir, his intimate friend, ſuch a re- 
flection is particularly ungenerous : yet do not 
preſume too much upon that notion, fir! What- 
ever I may think of Mr. Beverley, fortune at leaſt 
appears inclined to favour him. 

Den. Riddles! riddles, Lydia! 

Lyd. You have not heard the late news then. 
He now ſeems as much courted by proſperity, as 
he was but lately threatened by misfortunes : and 1 
am this moment going with Mrs. Carlton, to give 
Mrs, Golding joy on the occaſion. 

Len. And to congratulate Beverley ? 

Lyd. Perhaps ſo—but be that as it may, you 
muſt at leaſt allow that I have dealt candidly with 
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you. Grave as I may ſeem, fir, I would not wiſh 
to appear a prude ; and 1 ſcorn all coquettry. 
[ Exit, 
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Denier alone. 


Yes, yes; ſhe's fond of Beverley I ſee——doatingly 
fond of him—and when a ſentimental lady is once 
touched by a fond paſſion, the rage is incurable.— 
But this ſudden turn of fortune too in his favour 
that I warrant has its effect with her—gold, gold, 
will have its weight ſhall ſoon know the parti. 
ticulars.— In the mean time, fuppoſe I make 2 
merit with Beverley of facrificing my paſſion to 
him.— He certainly likes her; and it will be 
cheap piece of generoſity to refign that which ! 
have no hopes of obtaining. I love to huſband 
my good offices: ay, ay! that's the true policy! 
to gain the good will of ethers, without touching 
your own property.—Make a ſmall preſent to thoſe 
that you are ſure want nothing at all, and it turns 
to account, like money put out at high intereſt, 
And ever, ever open your purſe, and offer to 
lend to thoſe who you know have no occaſion to 
borrow ! 


Enter Beverley. 


Ha ! Beverley! you're welcome, Good day to 
you | 

Bev. Good dav, Denicr | I was impatient to ſee 
you. 

Dien. Yes, I dare fay. I knew you would not 
be long out of the houſe. - But come; confeſs bo- 
neſtly, Beverley! Was this vifit wholly deſigned 
for me? Was not it partly—nay chiefly—intended 
for Lydia? 

Bev. Lydia I- Lydia I ſhould have been ver) 
glad to fee Lydia hope ſhe is well. 5 
2 


THE MAN OF BUSINESS, 45 


Den. Very well—and very much at your ſervice 
very much at your ſervice, Beverley. 

Bev. What do you mean ? 

Den. I mean what I fay—and J have been think- 
ing too 0n what paſted at our laſt meeting, Be- 
verley. | 

Bev. On what ſubject ? 

Den, Nay, nay ; there is but one ſubject of any 
conſequence now, you know. Bur T 'am afraid N 
vou diffembled with your friend a little. You ; 
ſhould be frank and generous with me. The com- | 
merce of friendſhip can't ſubfiſt without it; and I q 
have that title to the knowledge of what palſcs i in 
your breaſt, Beverley. A 

Bev. It was then in a ſtate of inſurrection, and 4 
I was not maſter of its emotions, nor indeed, well 4 
able to marſhal or diſtingmſh them: but you 
know I never ſcrupled to lay my heart open to you. 1 

Den. Why, to do you juſtice, I beheve your 4 
not being explicit, aroſe from the agitation of your 
mind at that infant, rather than from want of ſin- 4 
cerity—and I was a little ſlow of apprehenſion on i 
my part—but now we perfectly underſtand each 
other.—I ſee you love Lydia: I am ſure of it 1 
and out of friendſhip and regard to you, my dear 
Beverley—I frankly give up all my pretenſions to 
her. 

Bev. Generous, generous Denier! 

Den. Not at all not at all—all my good offices 
with her friends, my correſpondents 1 in India, Mr. 
Fable, and your own family, you have a right to 
comm and. | 

Bed. Your kindneſs overwhelms me. How 1 
ſnamefully was I. diſpoſed for a time to do injuſtice 4 
to friendſhip ! I now deſpiſe the mean and narrow 
common: place maxims of our friends falling off 
trom us. There is a jealouſy in the unfortunate— 
an unyorthy ſuſpicion of neglect and contempt 

on 
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on account of their diſtreſſes.— My flighteſt ac. 
quaintance . have given me proofs of their good 
will, and your l is above all acknow- 
tedgment. 

Den. I am happy in an occaſion of teſtifying my 
unqueſtionable regard for you. 

Bev. I don't doubt it. 

Den. Depend on it. 

Bev. My beſt friend! 

Den. My dear, dear Beverley! 


(Exeunt, preſſing hands, embracing, proteſting, &c; 
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An Apartment in Golding's Houſe. 


Enter Fable and Check. 


Fab. HIS way, this way, Check! And are 
you ſure, quite ſure this is fact? 
Check. Too true, fir. 
Fab Speculated in India-ſtock, do you fay ? 
Check. To an incredible amount, fir ! here's the 
particular, fir, 
Fab. Let me ſee—let me ſee—(looking at the 
paper. )—Confuſion !—and, had you no knowledge 
or ſuſpicion of theſe tranſactions till now, Check? 
Check. Not the leaſt item, fir. Little Smouſe 
the broker is but juſt gone, and ſays he has done 
more ſtock for my young maſter, than for half the 
reſt of the Alley. 
Fab. What imprudence ! What madneſs ! 
Check. High play, indeed, fir ! Sir Charles Du- 
cat of Mincing-lane, and my young maſter, it 
ſeems, have had the whole game between them. 
My young maſter is the bull, and fir Charles is the 
bear, He agreed for ſtock, expeCting it to be up 
at three hundred by this time; but lack-a-day, 
hr, it has been falling ever ſince. —You know the 
relcounter day, fir; and if Mr. Beverley does not 
pay his differences within theſe four and twenty 
hours, the world cannot hinder his being a lame 


duck, 
Fab. 
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Fab. Tt ſcarce fignifies what beeomes of him 
prodigaF!—But my friend Mr. Golding — 

Check. Ay, it Mr, Beverley fails, the whole 
houfe muſt ſuffer, fir. Having ſtood the late run 
upon us, our credit was firmer than ever. —But, 
after a tumble in the Alley, our notes will no more 
paſs than a light guinea, 

Fab. Is Mr. Beverley within ? 

Check. I thought I heard him come in juſt as I 
was following you hither, fir. 

Fab. Let him know I defire to ſpeak with him, 

Check. I will, far, Exil. 


Fable alone. 


So !—To trifle with ſerious matters is playing with 
fire, I find. The ruin I counterfeited is now be- 
coming real; and the meaſures I embraced to 
reform Beverley, and fave my friend, will only 
ſerve to haſten their deſtruction. The ſudden- 
neſs of the alarm confounds me. The ſhortneſs 
of the time too Ob, you are here, fir. 

| 3 Beverley. 

Bev. To attend your pleaſure, ſir. 

Fab. To witneſs your own irretrieveable ruin, fir! 
How comes i Mr, Beverley, how comes it, I 
fay, that you have hitherto kept your adventunng 
in the Alley, your infamous gambling in India- 
ſtock fo profound a fecrct from me? 

Bev. Spare your reproaches, Mr. Fable ! They 
are ncedleſs. I know all my fault, and all my 
miſery. Ruin and infamy now ſtare me in the 
face, and drive me to deſpair. 'The vain hopes [ 
had cheriſhed of avoiding both are fruſtrated ; and 
there is not at this moment a more pitiable object 


than the wretch you now ſee before you. 


Fab. Pitiable ! And what part of your conduct, 
fir, has entitled you to compaſſion ?—To that 
compaſſion, which the characteriſtick nn, 
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Sometimes, indeed, to the imprudent? Have 

ou, fir, any claim to this? You, who have fo 
groſly abuſed the mutual confidence between man 
1nd man, and betrayed the important truſt repoſed 
T i j00—What ! a banker! a banker, Mr. Bever- 
, not only ſquandering his own fortune, but 
W | wing with the property of others the pro- 
perty of unconſcious perſons filently melting away, 
15 if by forgery, under. his hands, without their 
own prodigality I And is ſuch a man, becauſe 
he is at length buried in the ruin he has pulled 
donn on others, an object of compaſſion? No, 
mk nothing is to be lamented but the mildneſs of 
lis ,uniſhment. 

Bev. The very atrociouſneſs of his crime, the 
pungency of his guilt and remorſe, which put him 
upon a rack ſeverer than any penal laws could de- 
viſe, ſtill render him an object of pity. 

Feb. Your remorſe and reformation, I fear, 
were but hypocriſy, Where was that ingenuous 
confidence that would elſe have prompted you ta 
lay open this dark tranſaction, as well as the reſt 
of your unjuſtifiable extrayagance ? Your candour, 
in that inſtance, would at leaſt have argued. the 
lncericy of your profeſſions, and afforded a real 
root of your penitence. 
> Oh, fir, do not attribute my filence to de- 

I had been taught to hope and believe that 
te e cvent would have proved proſperous; and 
20ught to have ſurpriſed you, and charmed Ly- 
6 fa, v. v1th my unexpected good fortune. But oh, 
nhat a cruel reverſe have I now to experience! 
Fab. A reverſe that the daily experience of 
t: uf ads might have warned you to avoid, rather 
aan to build your hopes on ſuch a ſandy foun- 
deren. The tide of eaſtern riches flowing in upon 
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us, which might have ſcattered plenty over our 
country, ſuch adventurers as you, Mr, Beverley, 
have rendered the parent of . poverty, and the 
means of almoſt general baakruptcy. A fimple 
individual to riſe to day worth half a million 
undone man to morrow ! Are theſe the principle 
of commerce? Were theſe the leſſons which your 
worthy. father tranſmitted to you? or which I hare 
inculcated? 

Bev. Have mercy, Mr. Fable; conſider m 
ſituation, and do not ſeek to aggravate the horror 
of it—I who fo lately thought myſelf in the road 
to proſperity, hoping to retrieve my fortune, and 
redeem my character, now ſhortly to be branded x 
the moſt faithleſs of beings, the baſeſt of mankind! 
Diſtraction ! | 

Lab. Your ſituation, I own is dreadtul ; but by 
what an unpardonable complication of depravity 
have you brought it upon yourſelf, Mr. Beverley! 
Not content with one ſpecies of enormity, but in- 
duſtriouſly multiplving your ruin, and combining 
in yourſelf the double vices of a man of bufinels, 
and a man of pleaſure! Gambling the whole 
morning in the Alley, and fitting down at night 
to quinze and hazard at St. James's ; by turns 
making yourſelf a prey to the rooks and ſharks 
at one end of the town, and the bulls and beats 
at the other! Formerly a young ſpendthrift ws 
contented with one ſpecies of prodigality—but i 
was reſerved for you and your precious affocite 
to compound this new medley of folly, this ol 
of vice and extravagance, at once including the di 
ſoluteneſs of an abandoned debauchee, the cit 
canery of a pettyfogger, and the dirty tricking 
of a fraudulent ſtock-jobbing broker. 

Bev. Go on; go on, fir ! it is leſs than I men 


and I can endure: it with patience. My late et 
Mill 


THE MAN OF BUSINESS. 51 


miliation was but the prologue to my total ruin» 
The moſt deſperate calamity cannot now make me 
more miſerable. | | 

Fab. Oh, Beverley! did you but know the con- 
ſolation I had in ſtore for you, the ſchemes I had 
formed to make you eaſy in your circumſtances, 
and happy in your love, you would ſtill more re- 
oret this cruel diſappointment. | 

Bev. Happy in my love Oh Lydia, I dare 
not even think of my preſumption in having aſ- 
yired to your favour ! 

Fab. Go young man! go to thoſe friends on 
whom you formerly placed ſuch reliance, and try 
what they will contribute to deliver you from 


ruin! Leave me a while—ſtudying to exert my 

| weak endeayours to preſerve my friend—or, if they 
| fail, ſtruggling to arm my mind with fortitude 
| and patience, 


Bev. Where ſhall I direct myſelf? to whom 
ſhall J apply? My fituation I fear is hopeleſs. 
The inhabitant of a dungeon, under fentence of 
execution, is in a ſtate of happineſs, to what I feel 
at this moment, [ Exit, 


Fable alone. 


Though he appears at this inſtant ſo very culpable, 
| cannot but be touched by his agitation and re- 
morſe, Yet this is not a moment for paſſion, but 
reflection.— The ruin, if not prevented, ſo tho» 
roughly overwhelming! The time fo preſſing! My 
ftiend abſent! The property I can command, 
large and conſiderable as it is, not to be converted 
no ſpecie directly What can be done? Mr. 
Tropick muſt return me the money in his hands 
Which I muſt now prevent his delivering, as well 
4 the ſuppoſed letters to Beyerley—yet that will 
be far, very far from ſufficient—how to make up the 
ſt then There is one way indeed—but is that 

H 2 War- 
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warrantable? Lydia's truſt money.—Have 12 
3 right, on any pretence whatever, to lay my hand; 
* but for a moment, on that ſacred depoſit Au 
4 yet, where would be the injury? I am ſure of 1. 
placing the ſum before there is the leaſt probs. 
bility of its being demanded : and that reſource, 
in conjunction with others alrcady in my power, 
would ſupply every emergency. My abſent friend 
would be reſcued from certain ruin, cven the tran(. 
greſfion of Beverley might be concealed from the 
world, and Lydia would ſuffer no wrong, nor era 
be alarmed by ſuſpicion.— It ſhall be fo. Tl & 
this broker and ſettle the matter immediately. 
And yet, my heart recoils at this tranſaction. 
The moſt pious frauds are at Jeaſt ambiguous; 
and I feel it as the moſt cruel neceſſity to be driven 
to indirect means, even for the moſt generous pur- 
poſes. —But I have entangled myſelf by one 
crooked action, ard I muſt endeavour to redeem all 


by another. [ Exik 


Another Apartment in the ſame Honſe. 
Enter Handy and Mrs. Flounce. 

Handy. Oh! if this is the caſe, I ſhall gie 
warning immediately. 

Mrs. Flounce. So ſhall I, T promiſe them. Ruined 
indeed! in my mind it is a monſtrous piece of in. 
pudence in theſe trumpery merchant-people to keep 
gentictolks for their ſeryants, Itke people of qus. 
lity.—Nrs. Golding quotha* !—a gentlewoman 0 
my genteet tamily—as wealthy a rope-makers 
daughter as any in the city of Briſtol! equal to 
Mrs. Golding, I hope, at any time. 

Tandy. Equal, Mrs. Flounce! ay, and a gfes 
deal {upcriour. An old warn-out bit of. begg2! * 
tape, that binds the hem of quality I—imitatig 


counteſfes and ducheftes-endeavouring to K* 
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her vulgar weſt-country airs to the meridian of St, 
James's—aping in her Briſtol manner, the airs 
and graces of perſons of faſhioy—but no more 
like perfons of faſhion, than a Briftol ſtone: is to a 
diatnond ! | 
Mrs. Fl.unce, Well! ſervice (as they fay) is no 
inheritance, Mr. Handy—fo I than't go into place 
again—not J, truly—1I have taken a houſe at Hogſ- 
den, and intend to ſet up a, boarding-fchool' to 
teach young ladies breeding. 5 
Handy. And you'll have great ſucceſs, I dare 
ar, Mrs. Flounce. As to me, my maſter was 
to have got me a good place in the Indta-Houfe ; 
or to have ſent me out with the next cargo-of 
judges and generals to Bengal. But now he's 
ruined in the Alley, his intereft I ſuppoſe is Al. 
gone —as well as his principal ch, Mrs. Flounce't 
Bur this is always the cafe, when Lombard Street 
will travel to Pail Mall. Quite another latitnde*? 
Is it not, Mrs. Flounce ?—Bur odſo! here's ſonje- 
body coming up ſtairs we'll ſettle this matter in 
the houſekegper's room. Your hand, my dear... 
Mrs. Flounce. And my heart too; Mr. Handy! 
but I ſha!l pick a quarrel with my lady, and give 
warning as ſoon as ſhe comes home. | 
Handy. To be ſure, Mrs. Flounce! There's no- 
thing more to be got in this houſe. Well both. 
give warning immediately; and we'll give up the 
month's wages to the poor devils out of mere 
Charity, | [ Exennt. 


Enter a Servant followed by Golding. 
Cold. Mr. Fable not at home, d'ye ſay? ." 


Serv, But Juſt gone out, fir, 5 
Geld. Nor Mr. Beverley? „5 
Serv. No, fir: ; . . *©4,” LY 


Cold. Nor Mrs, Golding neither ? © TOTS 


Ser o 
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Serv. My lady has been abroad with two other 
ladies moſt part of the morning, but we expect 
her home very ſoon, fir, | 

Gold. Well—-well—-a3 ſoon as any of them re- 


turn, let me know. 
Serv: I will, fir. [ Exit, 


Golding alone. 


Very flrange all this! I don't underſtand one word 
I have heard or read of my friends, or myſelf, or 
my affairs ſince I landed. Thou art in a maze, 
friend Golding ! But a man who comes home 
from the Indies, muſt expect at his return to meet 
with ſome new events to ſurpriſe him—his houſe 
burnt, his daughter cloped, his fon engaged in a 
fray, his wife dead, or ſome little accident. The 
principal object of my voyage too has not yet an- 
ſwered, though in other points it has amply ſuc- 
eceded. I long to fee Mr. Fable, or Beverley, or 
my wife Who have we here ? 


Enter Tropick. 


What 1s your pleaſure, fir ? 
Trop. To ſpeak with Mr. Beverley. But he is 
not at home, they ſay. 
Gold. So it ſeems, fir. 
Trop. Having ſome very particular buſineſs with 
him, I muſt beg leave to wait for his return. 
Gold. IJ am concerned in Mr. Beverley's affairs. 
Pray, fir, what is your buſineſs? You may truſt 


it to me, fir, 
Trop. I have letters of great conſequence from 


abroad to deliver to him, and fome more for Mr. 


Fable. 
Gold. From abroad! from what part of the 


world ? and from whom, fir ? 
Trop. From India—tfrom my old friend and ac- 
quaintance Mr. Golding. 1 
Cold. 
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Gold. Mr. Golding !—So here's an old friend and 
acquaintance of mine that I never ſaw in my life 
before. (afide.) And pray how is Mr. Gold- 
ing, ſir? 

Trop. Never better, fir. 

Gold. Where is he at preſent, fir ? 

Trop. In India, Sir. 

Gold. What part of India ? 

Trop. Bengal, | 

Gold. 1 don't know that ever I had the pleafure 
of ſeeing Mr. Golding, Pray what fort of a man 
is he? 

Trop. As good a ſort of man as breathes, ſir. 

Gold. Ves; but his perſon ! 

Trop. Oh, as to his perſon, that is indifferent 
enough—a little, wizen, withered, whipper-ſnap- 
ner old gentleman, ſhorter by the head and ſhould- 
ers than you or I, ſir.— A little merry man though 
many a curry have I cat in his company 
many a ſagar have little Goldy and I ſmoaked to- 

ether. 
: Gold. What you and little Goldy are particular 
friends then ? 

Trop. Very particular; or he hardly would have 
-- ax me with my preſent commiſſion, I be- 
eve. 

Gold. What may that commiſſion be, fir ? 

Trop. Nay, I may tell you: and indeed the 
affair will ſoon be known by every body.—I am 
not only commiſſioned to deliver the letters I men- 
tioned, but charged with a very capital remittance 
from my friend Golding, configned to Mr. Fable, 
in favour of the young gentleman here, Mr, Be- 
rerley, for whom I now came to enquire. 

Celd. And have you this capital remittance with 
you at preſent, fir ? 

Trop. Yes, yes; I have my credentials, Here 
they are! (clapping his hand to his pocket) ſafe and 
found, 
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found, I warrant you—and as good as the Bank, 


fir. 
Cold. And you had this money directly from 


Mr. Golding, you ſay? | 
Trop. From his own hands—from whom elſe 


ſhould I have it? | 

Gold, Nay, how ſhould J know ! But it is very 
well as it is—very well. Be fo good then, if you 
pleaſe, fir, to deliver this very capital ſum of mo- 
ney to me, fir ! 

Trop. To you ? on what account, friend ! 

Gold. Becauſe, as you fav, 8 had it from me. 

Trop. Why, who are you? 

Gold. The very perſon from whoſe own hands, 
you confeſs you received it—Mr. Golding. 

Trop. You, Mr. Golding! 

Gold. The ſame. 

Trop. No, no- not you, indeed that will ne- 


ver paſs, I promiſe you. 


Gold. Not Mr. Golding !—Why, who the de- 
vil am I then? 

Trop.. A damn'd rogue, 1 believe. Juſt now 
you faid, you did not know Mr. Golding ; and as 
ſoon as you heard I had brought a confiderable 
ſum of money, you are turned into Mr, Goldin 
yourſelf, —But you may caſt your ſkin again, old 
ſerpent. The trick won't take, I aſſure you, 

Gold. Trick !—This is. the moſt impudent piece 
of knayery Trick, indeed! I believe, there is 
ſome trick upon me here, if J knew what to make 
of, it—I'll have you taken up for a new kind of 


forgery; for bringing money upon falſe pretences 


—or— 


Trop. And you inſiſt upon it that you are Mr. 


Goiding ? 
Gold. To be fare, T do. I'II call the whole houſe 


to prove the truth of it. | 
ip 28 Trop. 
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Trop. And Mr. Golding, the true Mr. Golding, 


is really returned from India then? 
Cold. To be ſure he is. Can't you ſee, ſir? 
Je. I have made a fool of myſelf a ſecond 
Ws [inc —that's what I ſee - but be who you will, Mr. 
S Golding, or not Mr. Golding, I ſhall not deliver 
ae letters or money to you, fold gentleman !—P'll 
go back again like a fool as I came, to the old 
ol that (cnt me on ſuch a fool's errand. 


[ Exit. 
Golding alone. 


the moon? and myſelf and the people about me 
all lunatics ?!—Our affairs, they ſay are all in con- 
EF tofon, and yet Beverley is going to be married. — 
Io whom I wonder No matter who—the match 
intended will be quite out of the queſtion.— 
Another piece of ill fortune But J am in the 
dark all this while — talking of every thing, and 
| acquainted with nothing. Well! ſince I can find 
nobody, and get no intelligence at home, I will 
ſeck for it abroad by delivering my letters, and 
making enquiries at Mr. Denier's (going) But 
ſtay! here's a woman at laſt, My wife, I hope. 
—Hey ! how's this? Do I ſee right ? Mrs. Carl- 


ton ! 


Enter Mrs. Carlton, 


| Of all the women on earth, Mrs. Carlton! 

Mrs. Carlt. Mercy on me! What do I ſee? Can 
| that be Mr. Winterton ? 

Gold. No. 

Mrs. Carlt. Yes. It is he 

Gold. No, no, no, I tell you! 

Mrs. Carli. W hat! ſhan't I believe my ſenſes ? 

ire not you Mr. Winterton ? 


1 Cold. 


Wat the plague! Am I in India till then? or in 
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Cold. Huſh !—I am glad to ſee you 
know me well enough—bur don't call me by tha 
name again for the life of you! 

Mrs. Carli. W hy your name is WIinterton- 
isn't it fir ? 

Gold. Hiſt! Don't bawl ſfo—Come away fron 
that door a little—and not a breath of that name, 
I charge you. 

Mrs. Carlt. Lord, Lord; what's the matter with 
vou? - What's the man ſo much afraid of? 

Gold, What moſt men are afraid of.—My wi, 

Mrs. Carlt. Your wife! 

Cold. Ay; Mrs. Golding. Now vou are & 
tisſied. | | 

Mrs. Carlt. What! and are you Mr. Golding 
then after all, fir ? 

Gold. I believe fo. I was Mr . Golding before 
I went abroad—bur I ſcarce know who 1 am, 0! 
what I am, or where I am, ſince I came back 


again. 


Mrs. Carit. So this was the reaſon then that ve, 
poor ſouls, could never diſcover what was become 
of you, Mr. Winterton—Mr. Golding, I br 
your p: ardon, ſir, But you need not be fo AA 


for I left Mrs. Golding on a morning vifit, at 


{he is not come in yet, 

Gold In the mean while, let us make the bel 
uſe of our time then Where is my daughte! 
where is Lydia? 


Mes. Carli. I left her with Mrs. Golding. 


You'll ſee them both here preſently. 


Geld. That's well—burt we muſt be cautious 
How does the do? 

Mrs. Carli. As well as can be expected in be 
ſituation. 

Gola. As w ell 428 Fan be Ye expected 4. bat il 
you mcan ?— Her ſituation! Not undone, ] hops 


Mrs, Cari 


12 
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Mrs. Carit. Only over head and ears in loves 


fir. 
Gold. In love ! with whom ? 


Mrs. Carit. With the young gentleman of this 


houſe - Mr. Beverley, 


Gold. Bey erley [WW hy he is going to be mar- 
died. 

Mrs. Carli. So they fay, fir. 

Goll. But to whom? do you know ? 

Mrs. Carlt. To her, fir. 

Gold. To Lydia? 

Mrs. Carit. Yes to be ſure, fir. Heaven forbid 
i ſhould have been any body elſe.— But his affairs 
re all in confuſion, it feerns, and there's ſuch a 
po ther between them, that I am half diſtracted 
out it. 

Geld. And I am quite diſtracted-diſtracted 
with joy, Mrs. Carlton! Heaven be praiſed! 
Come, come; here is one piece of good fortune 
however ! Leave young folks to themſelves, I 
(. What J have been labouring and ſtudying to 
bring about, have they ſettled at once. The very 
thing [ could have wiſhed ! Half the purpoſe of 
m yovage to India, and the meaning of the mo- 
ney lately remitted, for which Mr, Fable is ap- 
10! inted truſtee. 

Mrs. Carli. And does Mr. Fable know any thing 
of her relation to vou, fir ? 

Gold. Not a ſyllable—neaven be praiſed, nat a 
able !—I was not willing to explain the matter, 
ll I ſaw more hkelihood of my ſcheme's taking 
Place, —And now from what I can judge of his 
Proc oceedings, it is lucky that I never truſted him. 
an old fox! a caterpillar! a viper! Beverley's 


ſole truſtee, and creditor indeed! a croco- 
>} 


Wile 
Mrs. Carli, But was it not a little cruel in you to 


keep us fo long in the dark, Mr. Golding * 
Gold. 
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Gold. Nay I have not been ſo much to blame 
neither Mrs. Carlton, My firſt marriage with 
Lydia's mother when I was an idle young fellow, 
was a fooliſh love buſineſs —and I knew that my 
having a daughter abroad would have been an ob- 
jection to my preſent wife's relations ſo J fairly 
kept the whole matter a ſecret.— Lydia's mother 
dying in child birth, and my preſent marriage har. 
ing taken place, during the infancy of Lydia,! 
directed her to be educated by another name, un- 
der which I once viſited you and my daughter in 
India—that's the whole affair ! But not a word 
more of the name or the buſineſs, I charge you! 

Mrs. Carit. Not for the world, fir, till you 
think proper to mention it. 

Mrs. Gold. (behind) Deſire Miſs Lydia to fe 
the things taken out of the coach, and then to fol. 
low mc 1nto the drawing room ! 

Mrs. Carli. Ha! the ladies are here—here al. 
ready | proteſt, tir, 

Geld. Ves I hear my wife's voice. I would not 
have her ſurprize us together. I might appear 
ſomewhat aukward and confuſed, perhaps. Il 
run and give her the mceting—but remember non, 
not a wry word for your life ! Mum, mum, Mrs 
Carlton ! Exit. 


Mrs. Carlton alone. 


You may depend upon me, ſir.— Ah Mr. Gold- 
ing, Mr. Goldin: ! There is no truſting to looks, 
I find. Who would have thought of your paſhng 
by a wrong name? Who would have ſuſpected 
ſuch a grave, dcemure-looking gentleman ? 


Enter Mr. and Mrs. Golding. 


Mrs. Gold. My dear love! I am tranſported to 
fee you, —T his is the moſt agreeable ſurprize—! 
thought 
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tought the laſt tips that came in would have 
brought me nothing but letters—or, perhaps, a 
pagoda, or a monkey at beſt, But my huſband ! 
my dear love Oh my dear, let me introduce 
2 very agreeable, genteel young lady to you !— 
a young lady of fortune and family aſſure you. 
—My huſband, my dear child! (introducing Lydia) 
My dear, miſs Lydia Winterton | | 
Lyd. Ha! my father! Mr. Winterton ! ( faints 
away ). 

Mrs. Cold. She faints away—take care of the 
child 


Maids enter and run to aſſiſt Lydia. 


Lord ! what's the meaning of this ?—She cried 
out, father ! and called you Mr. Winterton. 

Gold. Yes—ſhe did fay ſomething about Bet- 
terton. 

Mrs. Carlt. Ay, the poor child has very weak 
ſpirits. Every little thing flutters her,—And Mr. 
Golding is a little like her papa too, I think 
eſpecially about the noſe. 


Gold. Ay; may be fo—may be ſo—but, my 


dear, ſuppoſe you take her into your chamber, 

and let her he down a little to recover her ſpirits ! 
Mrs. Gold. Ay; we'll ſoon bring her to herſelf 
again—this way, Molly—keep the eau de luce to 
her noſe ?—'This is from riding backwards in the 
coach, I fancy—this way, gently, Molly ! gently. 
[| Mrs. Gold and Maids lead out Lydia. 


Manent Mrs. Carlton and Golding. 


Cold. So, ſo! Here was an eſcape! Murder 
will out. 
Mrs. Cerlt. Never fear, never fear, fir ! III go 
in to Lydia directly let no body be about her but 
myſelt—and as ſoon as ſhe recovers, I'll teach her 


her 
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her leſſon and give her the right cue, I warrant 
vou. 

Gold. Av, do ſo, do ſo, Mrs. Carlton! Take 
carc, I beſcech you ! For the ſake at peace and 
quictneſs keep this matter a ſecret! I ſhall never 
be able to break it to Mrs, Golding—ſhe would 
think herſelf injured, cheated, robbed, and un- 
done.—And if ſhe were once to know Lydia was 
a daughter of mine, ſhe would ring it in my ears 
as long as I live—a ſmoaky houſe, and a ſcolding 
wife, you know !—] need fav no more—lIrt is a 
kind of hell to inhabit one, and the devil himſelf 
would ſcarce live with the other. [ Exeunt, 
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An Apartment in Denier's Houſe. 


Denier and Capias. 


Den. XV ER well, very well And you have 
him ſafe then, Mr. Capias? 
Cap. Safe and ſecure, I warrant you, fir. I put 
the writ into ſure hands—thoſe that will touch a 
man let him be ever ſo ſhy—however, they had 
not much ado in this inſtance.—They planted 
themſelves at the corner, ſtopt Mr. Golding near 
his own door, and told him their buſineſs : he 
went with them at once, and is now lodged with 
my friend Snap in Shire Lane. 
Den. This comes from early intelligence. No 
miniſter, no general, no broker could turn it to 
greater advantage. 
Cap. But how did you procure it, fir? You are 
the firſt upon the ro! I ſearched the ſheriff's office, 
and there is nathing elſe out againſt Mr. Golding, 
or any body connected with him. 
Den. Beverl. ey, knowing me to be his friend, 
came to acquarnt me with his diſtreſſes in the Al- 
cy. The natural conſequences of that adventure 
are obvious: and all my India concerns, remit- 
tances, and money tranſactions coming through 


their houſe, it ſtruck me with a panick ; but by 
good 
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good luck, he was ſcarce gone before I had no- 
tice of Mr. Golding's return by letters from India, 
brought by the ſame ſhips in which he came over. 
I did not loſe a moment. I dare ſay he had not 
once entered his doors when the officers met him, 
and perhaps Beverley himſelf is not yet appriſed 
of his arrival. Am not I a man of diſpatch, Mr. 
Capias? 

Cap. A Cæſar, a Machiavel, ſir! Vou know all 
the turnings and windings and narrow back ſtairs 
of the law too, You feel your own way; and 
are client, counſel, and attorney, all in one, fir! 

Den. And have you the deed ready, Capias? 

Cap. Here it is, fir, peruſed, ſigned, and ſet- 
tled by old Steady, of Lincoln's-Inn—an excel- 
lent workman—and if we can prevail on Mr. 
Golding to execute it, you'll come in for an ex- 
clutive lien upon his effi cts, inſtead of compound- 
ing with the other creditors under a commiſſion of 
bankruptcy, which I ſuppoſe will be taken out in 
leſs than theſe three days. 

Den. Ay—and under which they will not pay 
five ſhillings in the pound, perhaps—ſuch a tum- 
ble !—ign the deed ! tell him he muſt fign it 


His mind's unſettled yet, and he'll be eafily per- 


ſuaded - Beſides, he'll be glad to ferve a particular 
friend—It can't affect him, you know—the aſ- 
ſignees will divide the remainder. I have been a 
conſtant friend to the houſe—he'll be glad to re- 
turn the oblization, and I ſhall fall upon my legs 
again. 

Cap. Let us leſe no time, the ſooner he executes 
the better, fir ! 

Den. Come along then! I'll attend you to Mr. 
Snap's. I have not ſeen Mr. Golding ſince his re- 
turn, and we ſhould viſit our friends in their afllic- 


tion, you know—come along Mr. Capias ! | Exeunt. 


Scent 
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Scene changes to a room in Snap's houſe, 
Fable 2nd Snap. 


Fab. Every thing much to my ſatisfaction; no- 
thing here to complain of, I afture you, Mr. 
Snap. I never was more comfortably lodged in 
my life, never wiſh for better attendance, or more 
convenient accommodation. 

Snap. We does all in our power to oblige com- 
pany, ſir. No body can do no more, you know 
eſpecially ſuch as behaves like gentlemen, like your 
honour, fir—for we has them of all ſorts. Within 
this fortnight, there has been no leſs than four or 
five different lodgers in this very apartment.-The 
room is genteel enough for that matter. Let me 
ſee, who was they? An enſign in the guards; a 
poet-man from Little-Britain ; a Scotch actor- 
man; an old battered lady from Sohog and a 
very fine young one from the New Buildings at 
Marybone that's ive=— and now we have the 
honour of your honour to make up the even haltf- 
dozen, fir, 

_ Feb. hope not to give you much trouble, Mr. 
Snap. | 

Snap. No, no; you knows you'll ſoon be re- 
lieved I dare ſay, your honour. 

Feb, Were my letters all delivered according to 
the directions? 

Snap. Every one, ſir; and the gentlefolks ſays 
they will be here preſently. I thinks I hears ſonie- 
body at the door now. Shall I ſhew them up, fir ? 

Fab. If you pleaſe, Mr. Snap. 

Snap. Perhaps, they chuſes ſome refreſnment.— 
I've fore fine dry ſhetry very good for a whet in 
the morning. | 


K Enter 
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Enter Tropick. 


Fab. Ha! my friend, I am happy to ſee vou 
Mr. Snap, good morning to you. 
Snap. Gentlemen, your ſervant.—Sball I fend y 


ia bottle of white wine, or a bowl of punch, fir? 


Fab. Not at preſent, I thank you, Mr. Snap. — 
If any body elſe enquires for Mr. Golding, be fi 
good as to ſhew them up. 

Snap. Iwill, fir.——Your ſervant—Gentlemen, 
your ſervant. [ Exit, 


Manent Fable and Tropick. 


Fab. This is kind, my friend. You little thought 
of my deſiring a viſit from you at this houſe, I be- 
lieve. 

Trop. Look ye, Fable, I don't know what to 
make of all this.— I don't underſtand you, —You 
may be an honeſt man, perhaps.—I hope you are 
an honeſt man; but you look very much like a 
rogue at preſent, I can tell you, —Firſt of all, you 
employ me in a damned ridiculous buſineſs, in 


which I have made a curſed fool of myſelf—and 


that is ſcarce over, than in comes a note from you 
at a ſponging- houſe, defiring me to come there, but 
not to atk for vou by your own name. What's the 
meaning of all this, maſter Fable? 

Fab. No harm, I aſſure you, friend. In regard 
to the buſineſs you mention, I meant to ſtop your 
going, if, unluckily, it had not been too late; 
and, as to vour not aſking for me here by my own 


name, I defired i-, becauſe I am not here in my 


own right, but as the repreſentative of another 
perſon. 
Trep. Another perſon ! I underſtand you leſs and 


leſs. Why, zouns, man, they can't arreſt people 
* proxy. 


Tab. 
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Fab. No; but they may by miſtake; and I have 
kumoured the miſtake, in order to ſerve the real 
party, and puniſh the raſcally creditor, 

Trop. Who is the real party ? and who is the 
creditor ? 

Fab. The writ was ſued out againſt Mr, Gold- 
ing, at the ſuit of Mr, Denier. I had but juſt 
ſettled ſome affairs very eſſential to Mr. Golding's 
intereſt ; and did not know of his return till the 
moment I had placed him beyond danger. Com- 


ing home, however, f in the duſk of the evening, the 
: catchpoles lay in wait near the houſe, touched me 


on the ſhoulder, and preſented their authority. I 
readily obeyed, ſubmitting to an arreſt in the cha- 
racter of Mr. Golding, and] glad of an opportunity 
of expoſing the falſe profeſſions of a pretended 


| friend to the family. 
= Trop. Well, this ſeems right enough ;—and yet, 


ſomehow, I don't like it neither. —I don't love turn- 


| ing and doubling. —] love to go ſtrait forwards, 


Mr. Fable, 


Fab. The beſt road will wind ſometimes, you 


know, Have a little patience ; we ſhall ſoon be 


| at the end of our journey. 


Enter Snap. 


Snap. More company, fir. Walk up, gentie- 
men; walk up, ladies. The ſtairs is a little "dark ; 
vut there's no danger. 


Enter Golding, Mrs. Golding, Mrs. Carlton, Lydia, 
and Beverley. | 
[ Exit Snap. 


Fab. Mr. Golding, I am happy to ſee you re- 
turned, — Ladies, you're welcome.—Beverley, how 
do you? Well, Mr. Golding, how do you 
like my new apartments? 


K 2 Gold. 
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Gold, Like ?—I like nothing I have ſeen or 


heard of you fince my coming from the Indies, 
Out of doors, I hear, you have almoſt made me: 
bankrupt.—At home, I find, you have made me: 
fool. | 

Fab. How fo, Mr, Golding ? 

Gold. Have not you made yourſelf this young 

entleman's ſole truſtee and creditor ? 

Fab. He has made me ſo, I confeſs. 

Gold. And did not you perſuade him to it by a Can. 
terbury tale of letters from me, loſſes in India, and 
the devil knows what, when you had no more au- 
thority to talk of me, than of the pope or the great 
mogul? Had you any ſuch letters from me} 
Anſwer me that, fir, 

Fab. No, I had not. 

Gold. I told you fo, And did you eyer hey 
that I had any loſſes in India? | 

Fab. Never. 

Gold. There again Did not J tell you fo !- 
And what the plague did you mean by all thoſe 
falſhoods and forgeries? Eh, Mr, Fable ? 

Fab. To ſerve you, and maintain the credit oi 
the houſe. | 

Gold. Ang a very creditable way our affairs are 
in. truly! One moment I learn that you are our 
ſole creditor ; and the next moment I find that ou; 
fole creditor is ſo much in debt himſelf, that ke is | 
lodged in a ſponging-houſe. 

Fab. Very true; even ſo, fir. 

Trog. P'tha! plague of your cool blood! I cant 
bear it. Why does not the man ſpeak out, and 
tell the whole ſtory ?—Look ye, Mr. Golding ; be 
is a very honeſt fellow; and all he has done ws 
entirely for your ſervice. 

Gold. Oh ho, fir! Are you there, old Smoke: 
ipe ? What, my old friend, that eat curries and 
ſmoked ſagars with me at Bengal !—are yo 
* come 
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come again? Where's the money I ſent by 


ou ? 
: Trop. There, old Fable ; you ſee what a pretty 
figure I have made. 

Fab. Mr. Golding will ſoon know you better, 
and entertain a proper reſpect for you. 

Gold. I am finely entertained by you both, You 
ſpeak for him, and he vouches for you—and I don't 
know what to make of either of you. But, to come 
to a right underſtanding, be ſo good as to tell me, 
Mr, Fable, whether you did not receive a very large 
remittance from India, in fayour of this young 
lady? | 

Fab. I did. 

Gold. Very well —You muſt know then, fir, 
that her friends have appointed me joint-truſtee, 
with a power to pay the whole ſum into her own 
hands immediately. She has a preſent occaſion for 
it, and defires to receive it directly. 


Iyd. I do, I do, fir, in order to apply it for the 


reliet of Mr, Beverley. 

Bev. Generous, too generous - Lydia! Ruin 
ſhould not prevail on me to touch a ſingle doit of 
it. 


Gold. Pleaſe to let us touch it, however, Mr. 
Fable. 


Fab. Impoſſible. 

Cold. Impoſhble! How fo? You received it 
ſafe - did not you? ſ 

Fab. I do not deny it. 

Gold. Where is it then? 

Fab. Not in my hands at preſent; nor can I ad- 
rance any part of it within this fortnight or three 
weeks, 

Gold. Three weeks We can't ſtay three days, 
or three hours, fir. 

Bev. My Lydia defrauded too !—Confufion ! 

Mrs. Carl, The child's money gone 

Trop. 
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Trop. What the plague ! Can't you Pray the 
money, Fable ? 

Fab. I cannot, indeed, friend. 

Trop. Friend ! Don't call me your friend—[ 
am not your friend—neyer will be your friend— 
never ſpeak to you as long as I live. 

Bev. Are theſe your. leffons of morality, Mr. 
Fable? Have you reproached me for i intemperate 
indulgence of my paffions, while you were your- 
ſelf practiſing deliberate villainy ? | 

Gold. Ah! he has embezzled the money, as 
ſure as I ive —Who's here, Mr. Denier !—Your 
ſervant, fir !— 


Enter Denier and Capias. 


Den. Your's, fir. I am ſorry, Mr. Golding, to 
have been reduced to the neceſſity of taking fo dit- 
agreeable a ſtep as this may appear to vou. 

Gold. Diſagreeable ? not in the leaſt diſagreeable; 
I take it rather kind of you, and I am very glad to 
ſec you. 

Den. I am happy to find you conſider the mat- 
ter ſo fairly. I had rather have avoided it; but 
being adviſed that it would eſſentially promote my 
intereſt, and not affect your own, I hope you will 
excuſe it, and indeed rejoice at an opportunity of 
giving a preference to a friend, inſtead of in- 
volving him with your common acquaintance. 

ed. Hey-day! What now ? Have I loſt my 
ſenſes, or every body about me loſt theirs ? I dont 
underſtand a word you ſay, what you mean, or 
what you drive at. 

Cap. My client refers to the bill of Middleſex, 
taken out againſt vou, and ſerved on you yeſterday 
evening, under which you were arreſted, and are 
now in Mr. Snap's cuſtody. 

Gold. I arreſted !—Where is Mr. Snap? Here, 
houſe ! 


Enter 
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Enter Snap. 


Fnap. Did your honour call, fir? | | 

Gold. Pray Mr. Snap, did you arreſt me laſt 
night — Did you ſerve any writ upon me, Mr. 
Snap ? 

* Not I, fir !—not upon your honour— 1 
arreſted Mr. Golding. | 

Gold. Mr. Golding !—So- it ſeems I am not 
come to myſelf again yet then !—You, Mr. Sagar, 

did vou help to ſerve the writ, friend? (70 Tro- 
ck. 

| 2 'Sdeath, Mr. Capias, there ſeems. to be 
ſome nuſtake here. 

Cap. Truly there doth appear to have been 2 
wrongtul arreſt." * - 

Snap. Not at all, fir—I knows Mr. Golding 
well enough. — There he ſtands ! (pointing to Fable) 
| ſhewed him the writ, and he came along with me 
at once. Did not you, fir? 

Fab. I did. —I ſubmitted to go with you, think- 
ing it might be of ſervice to my friend, and a pu- 
zithment to his falſe-hearted creditor. 

Trep. This action looks honeſtly of old Fable, 


| after all and yet the money—lL don't know what 
to make of him. 


Cold. Nor I neither. 

Bev. But Denicr's treachery ! I could not have 
believed it! 

Gold. No to be ſure! but you ſhall hear of it, 

17 7 Denier) and to your coſt too, I promife 
eu! I' ſue vou for damages, and Mr. Fable ſhall 
being his action for falſe impriſonment we'll 

* + vou. 

Ven. Indeed! it is time to look about me then 
—but you had beſt have let the buſineſs fleep— 
Ih 1 ave my rev enge in my own bands, I a ure You 

=] have a little! Pacquet here 
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Gold. Well! what of that, fir ? 
Den. Nay, nothing—only 2 little news 5 from 


Bengal. 


Gold. Eh! 
Den. Very intereſting to a certain lady, not a 


hundred miles from this place at preſent. 
(Looking at Mrs. Golding 
Mrs. Gold. How ! what's this ? 
Fab. What docs he drive at ? 
Geld. I wiſh he'd be quiet. 5 
Den. When you have peruſed this letter, Mrs, 


Golding— 

Mrs. Gold. Well, fir ! 

Den. You will find, madam-— 

Gold. Don't believe a word he ſays! 

g Mrs. Gold. You won't let me hear What he 
ays. 
Den. Poor gentleman ! his fears overcome him, 
But F]l put him out of his pain in an inſtant, 
This letter, madam, arrived it feems by the fame 
fhips with Mr. Golding, and will inform you, ma- 
dam, that this grave old gentleman has had 2 con- 
nexion in India with another lady | 

Mrs. Gold. My huſband ! 

Gold. (aſſde.) Oh plague ! I'm betray'd, blown, 
and undone! | 

Den. That this young lady is no other than bis 
daughter— _ | 

Mrs. Gold. Lydia! 

Den. That my correſpondent in India, whois 
his friend, conſigned her to my family, knowing 
our connection and acquaintance with your on 
and that Mr. Golding himſelf forwarded the late 
femittance in her favour, meaning to give a CO 
four to an intention he had formed of marrying 
Miſs Lydia to Beverley—All theſe circumſtances 
my correſpondent refers to, as things of courſe 4 


han 
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his letter, thinking that Mr. Golding had no ob- 
jection to my being acquainted with them. Read, 
read, madam | Gives the Letter. 

Cold. (aſide) Dead and buried! I wiſh I was at 
Bengal now, or 1n the black hole at Calcutta ! 

Fab. And ſo this laſt confidence, like eb ery 
other, you have betrayed, fir. Is this your yin- 
dication? 

Den. No, but my revenge, fir, extorted from 
me by great provocation—Before you open an ac- 
count againſt me, ſee that you are able to anſwer 
all my demands upon you. Take care of the 
main chance As to your action at law, my friend 
Capias here knows I may deſpiſe it. I the 
officer has made a falſe arreſt, let the officer an- 
ſwer it.—I have no concern but to take care of 
myſelf you know; ſo come along Mr. Capias! 

2 a. I attend you, fir. [ Ex. Denier and Capias. 

. Fool that I have been! falſe as my other 
fende appeared, I ſtill repoſed an entire confidence 
in his fidelity. 

Tab. Sordid, execrable, narrow-minded raſcal ! 

Mrs. Gold. Here's baſeneſs and treachery ! (after 
hour the letter) Was ever any thing, ſo ſcanda- 


ly 'ous ! Concealed children, intrigues in India, and 
ladies in a corner! 
1s Lev. Well, but Mrs. Golding— 

Mrs. Gold. When he is at home with his fa- 
5 mie, he is as grave, and dry, and ſober as a judge, 
bort both! and yet when he gets abroad he can be 
'S . as gay, and as prodigal, as a young nobleman juſt 


come to his title and eſtate. 


* Jab. He may have been to blame, madam : 
5 

5 1— 
"> Mrs. Gold, To blame, Mr. Fable! What! theſe 
" were his India voyages then! this was his buſineſs 
15 at Bengal! ! theſe were his large remittances truly! 


{quandering his fortune, and what was my right, 


L Mr. 
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4 Mr. Fable, upon kept madams, Eaſtern princeſſes, 


black-a-moor herlots, and natural children! 


Mrs. Carlt. Nay— don't ſay that, Mrs. Gold. 
ing! Miſs Lydia was born in lawful wedlock, I 


af aſſure you, madam. 


Mrs. Geld. What! has he got two waives then? 
Mrs. Cart. No—dear me, madam— Miſg Ly. 


4 dia's mother was dead and buried before his mar- 


riage with you, madam. 


15 Bev. My Lydia's uneafineſs is i 


hock her no further I beſeech you, madam ! 

Mrs. Gold. Do you think I eas been well 
treated, fir ? 

Bev. The ſtory is but new to me, madam ; but 
the main particular is Mr. Golding's firſt marriage, 
which, I apprehend, has been kept ſecret merely 
from the notion of its being diſagrecable to your 
family. 

Mrs. Cold. And is this the caſe, fir ? 

Gold. It is indeed—no further harm, I affure 
vou—1 ſhould have mentioned the affair to be ſure 
but 


Euter Snap. 


Snep. Here's one muſter Check below axes for 
one muſter Fable. 
a Tab. Oh, defire him to walk up, ſir; Now 
ſet your heart at reſt about my conduct, friend. 
75 op. You muſt moke all matters clear then: 
for at preſent I don't half underſtand you. 
Fab. Here comes an interpreter. 


Enter Check. 


Well Check, have you ſettled the buſineſs ? 
Check. I have, fir. Mr. Beverley's differences 
are all paid. I have acquittances from the parties, 
nd the whole account is cloſed, fir. 
Bev. Amazement |! 


Cold. 


8 
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Gold. What is the money gone that way then? 
None of it embezzled ! Eh, Check! 

Check. Embezzled ? Heaven bleſs your kon-url! 
he has made free to borrow the money left in his 
hands indeed: but then he has applied all that 


he could command of his own into the bargain. 


Embezzled indeed! No, no, Mr. Fable cheats no- 
body but himſelf, fir. 

Fab. Every particular, Mr. Golding, I am ready 
to explain. I ſhall fay nothing in vindication or 
apology tor my conduct. The motives on which 
have acted are obvious. 

Trep. So they are—ſo they are friend! Give 
me your hand, old Fable! give me your hand! I 
ſee you are an honeſt fellow at laſt, and I am not 
2Hamed to acknowledge you. 

Gold, And I am much abliged to you! I have 


enough and more than enough to ſtand the ſhock. 


of our affairs, repay you with intereſt, and eſta- 
bliſh our credit; for, thank heaven, I have been 
empboying my time abroad better than my young 
partner has done at home. 

Mrs. Gold. Oh you have been very finely em- 
ployed to be ſure! 

Feb. Come, come, this ſhould be a day of ge- 
neral happineſs ; Mas an inſtance of your univerſal 
good opinion of me, let me have influence enough 
% make peace between Mr. and Mrs. Golding ; 
and as an earneſt of their reconciliation, let them 
vive their joint conſent to unite Lydia and Beverley, 
and ratify their hap] Nneſs ! 

Bev. Mrs. Go! ding —ſfir! 

Mrs. Gold. What lays her fine papa to it ? 

Gold, Why, if Lydia 

Meg. Cari, Heaven bleſs her, ſhe doats on him. 

Dad. Yes, I will own, my dear father, that the 
change in Mr. Beverley has removed the only ob- 
jection that I could ever make to him; and I will 
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not bluſh to confeſs that the future happineſs of 
my life depends on him. 

Fab. Then every thing is adjuſted. I give you 
joy, my friends. 

Trop. And I give you joy too. * ou have puz- 
zled me confoundedly, I confeſs l ſaid you were 
an honeſt fellow—l knew you were an honeſt fel. 
low at bottom—hut it was a damned long way to 
the bottom for all that, old Fable. 

Fab. My conduct has been myſterious, I con- 
feſs, friend perhaps, in ſome degree culpably ſo 
but whenever I puzzled you, be aſſured I no 
tefs embarrafied myſelf. The leaſt deviation from 
the ſtrait path " attended with dithculties ; and 
though I have always meant honeſtly, and thought 
. T acted uprightly, I have had ample reaſon to ex- 
perience the convenience and neceſſity, as well as 
the beauty of truth. 
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Spoken by Mrs. BULKK LET“ 


Thro' moral ſtrainers, to refine the fable; 
Again the field of comedy to glean 

From what the author did, or did not mean; 

Or, in a gayer mood, on malice bent, 

Quite topſy-turvy turn the bard's intent. 

Shall we, ye criticks, to night's play deride ? 

Or ſhall we, ladies, take the milder fide ? 

Suppoſe ſor once we leave the beaten road, 

And try, by turns, the harfh and gentle mode; 

A kind of critick country-dance begin; 

| &izht hand and left, croſs over, figure in! 

| The critick firſt ſtrikes off, condemns each ſcene, 
| lhe talc, the bard, and thus he vents his ſpleen : 
„While books lie open on each mouldy ſtall, 

Bills plaiſter poſts, ſongs paper ev'ry wall, 

At ey'ty corner hungry minds may feed, 

Wiſdom cries out, and he that runs may read. 

On learned alms were playwrights ever fed, 

And ſcraps of poetry their daily bread. 

Len Shakeſpeare would unthread the novel's maze 
Or build on penny hiſtories his plays. 

From paltry ballads Rowe extracted Shore, 

Which lay like metal buried in the ore. 

Ivy jump at once to bards of later days, 

hat are the riff-raff of our modern plays? 
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IT HEN plays are o'er, by Epilogue we're able, 
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Their native dulneſs all in books intrench ; 
Mere ſcavengers of Latin, Greek, and French, 
Sweep up the learned rubbiſh, dirt, and duſt, 
Or from old iron try to file the ruſt, 

Give me the bard whoſe fiery diſpoſition 


Quickens at once, and learns by intuition 


Lifts up his head to think, and, in a minute, 
Ideas make a hurly-burly in it; 
Struggling for paſſage, there ferment and bubble, 
And thence run over without further trouble ; 
Till out comes play or poem, as they feign 
Minerva iſſued from her father's brain! 
Be all original ſtruck out at once; 
Who borrows, toils, or labours, is a dunce: 
Genius, alas! is at the loweſt ebb; 
And none, like ſpiders, ſpin their own fine web, 
What wonder, if with ſome ſucceſs they ſtrive 
With wax and honey to enrich the hive, 
If all within their compaſs they devour, 
And, like the bee, ſteal ſweets from ev'ry flower ? 
Old books, old plays, old thoughts will never do: 
Originals for me, and ſomething new bay 

« New? (cries the lady) Pr'ythee, man, have done! 
We know there's nothing new beneath the ſun, 
Wezve, like the ſpider, from your proper brains, 
And take at laſt a cobweb for your pains ! 
What is invention? 'Tis not thoughts innate ; 
Each head at firſt is but an empty pate, 
Tis but retailing from a wealthy hoard 
The thoughts which obſervation long has ſtor'd, 
Combining images with lucky hit, 


Which ſenſe and education firſt admit ; 
Who 
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He is original; or inſpiration 

Never fill'd bard of this, or other nation, 
And Shakeſpeare's art is metely imitation. 
For 'tis a truth long prov'd beyond all doubt, 


W 0: vary betwixt London and Peru; 

| Yet here, and every where, the general frame 

Of nature and of man is ſtill the ſame : 

q Huge ruffs and farthingales are out of faſhion ; 

hut fill the human heart's the ſeat of paſſion: 

And he may boaſt his genius ſtands the teſt, 

Who paints our paſſions and our humours beſt, 
Cenſurenotall ; to praiſe let all aſpire; 

For emulation fans the poet's fire. 

Put not one grand extinguiſher on plays; 

But with Kind ſnuffers gently mend their blaze, 
Vhile other licenc'd lotteries prevail, 

Our bard, by tickliſh lottery, tempts a ſale, 

Prints the particulars of his Muſzum, 

And boldly calls the publick in to ſee em: 

Their calculation muſt his fate reveal, 

Who ventures all in the dramatick wheel, 
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Who, borrowing little from the common ſtore, 
Mends what he takes, and from his own adds more, 


Where nothing's in, there's nothing can come out, 
Modes oft may change, and old give way to new, 
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2. The Clandeſtine Marriage, a Comedy, Prite 10. 4 1 
a 3. The Engliſh Merchant, a Comedy, 15. 6d. | 1 2 


10. The Comedies of Terence, tranſlated into familia * | 
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1. The Jealous Wiſe, a Comedy, 15, 6d. 


4. Man and Wife, a Comedy, 18. 6d, * þ l 
2 Polly Honeycombe, a Farce, 15. KW 
6. The Mufical Lady, a Farce, 1s. 

7. The Deuce is in him, a Farce, 15, 
8. The Oxonian in Town, a Farce, 15: _ 
9. The Fairy Prince, a Maſque, 15. x 


Verſe, with Notes critical and explanatory, by 
Colman; alto a Preface, and the Life of Tete 


luſtrated with Cuts ; the ſecond Edition, zevided 1 ; 
ce 2 Vols. 80. 128. bound. 1 
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Of the fald T. Becxtr may be had, 2 J 


1. The Comedies of Plautus, trapſlated into familiar rs 


Verſe, with Notes critical and explanatory an 
late Ronell Thornton, Eſq. and the Gentleman 
tranſlated the Captives; * in 5 Veoh. an 
Price 11. 10s. bound. | 


2. The Thebaid of Statius, tranflated into Enplilly el 


with Notes and Obſervations, and a Dil 
upon the Whole by way of Preface; by by 
Lewis, M, A. the fecond Edition, 2 Vols. d 
bound. | 


3- The Tragedies of Sopbocles, tranſlated from the Gall 


(with a Diſſertation on ancient Tragedy); by then 
Thomas Franklin, M. A. late Greek Profeſſor in tt 
Univeriity of Cambridge; new Edition, reviſed 

corrected, 2 Vols, 8vo. 128. bound. 


